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RAPE, 
the moſt 


- *  *»Gentltuhan of his: Majeſi aber, -and 
, Noble O R-D E K of the G ARTE R. 
My Lord, _ RW tler Ns 
HEN I hear ” many Perſons, "nit indifferent Tudges,” how Po- 
n 


ets are cenſur'd moſt; even where they ict intend to pleaſe;, and 


PI 


Knight 


> 4 
"IF © F 
” > - . 


k a  terers, Sycophants, little fawning Wretches, I conf eſs of ail Ur- 
dertakings there is none more dreadful to-m?, than -a Dedication. $9 nicely 
"cruel are our Judges, that after a Flay has been generally applauded on the Stage, 
the Induſtrious malice of ſome after Obſervers ſhall dann it for an Epiſtle cr 4 
Preface. _For this Reaſon, my Lord, Alexander was mure to ſcek for a Patron 

in my troubled thoughts, than for the Temple of Jupiter Ammon #n the ſprea- 

' -ding Wilds, and rowling Sands. . Tis certain tco, he miſt have been loſt, 
had not Fortung, tohom I muſt once, at leaſt, acknowleage kind in my Life, 
eſented me -to your Lordſhip: Tou were: pleas'd, my Lord, to read it over, 


Att by Att; and by partitular praiſes, proceeding from the ſweetneſs, rather | 


than the juſtice of your temper, lifted me up frem my'natural Alelanchol 
and Dis TY bold Mie. that what % | pn - Underſt znding N 
ranted, could not fail of Succeſs. And here T were moſt ungreatful, if I ſhou'd 
not ſatisfie the judging World of the Surprize I was in. Pardon me, my Lord, 
for calling -a Surprize, when I was firſt honoured by waiting upon your Lord- 
"ſhip : So much unexpetted, and indeed, unuſual affability from Perſons of your 
Birth, and Quality, ſo true an eaſmeſs, ſuch Frankneſs without affeflation, [ 
never ſaw. © Tour conſtant, but fety Friends, ſhow the firmneſs of your ind, 
mhich never varies, ſo God-like a Virtue, that a Prince puts off his Maje- 
fty, when he parts with Reſolution. Jn all the happy times, that T attendef 
"you, unleſs buſmeſs, or accident, interpos'd, I have obſeryd your Company 
to be the ſame. Tou have Travelld through all tempcrs, Sail'd through all 
humours - of the Courts uncorſtant Sea, . you have gain'd the gallant Prizes, 
which you ſought, you ſeleted unvaluable Friends : And 1 am perfeflly per= 
»*ſuaded, if you traffick but ſeldom abroad, *tis for fear of ſplitting upon Knaves 
or Fools. Nor is it Pride, but rather a Delicacy of your Soul; that makes you 
; Þ. - _ ſhun the ſordid part of the World, the Lees and Dregs of it, while in the ne- 
bleſt Retirement you enjoy the finer Spirits, and have that juſt Greatneſs to be 
above the baſer. How commendable therefore is ſuch Reſervation ! How ad- 
mirable ſuch a Solitude ! If you are ſingular in this, we ought to blame the 


-.... unthinking, diſſolute Age \ an Age whoſe buſmeſs is ſenſeleſs Riot, MNe- 


ronian Gambols, and ridiculous Debauchery ;, an Age that can produce few 
Perſons -beſides your Lordſhip, who dare be alone. All our hot hours burnt in 
"Night Revels, or. drown'd- in Day-dead-ſleep ;, or ' if we wake, 'ths a point of 
reeling Honour jogs us to the Field, where, if 'we live, or dye, we are ny 
\concern'd';, for, the Soul was laid out before we 'went abroad, and our Boajes 

, Were after. ated by meer Animal Spirits, without Reaſon. When I more nar- 

. _ *rowly- contemplate your Perſon, methinks I ſee in your Lordſhip two of the 
* moſt-famous Charatters, that ever Ancient, or' Modern Story cou'd produce; 
: the mighty Scipio, and the Retir'd Cowley. Toy have certainly the Gravity, 
, "Temperance, and Fudgment, as. well as the Courage of "the firſt ; all which, 
#1 your early attempts of War, goers nobleſt dawn of Virtue, and mi 
ED | , - ds ; \ when 


5 id - 
% « 2 
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ſemetimes. by thoſe to whom they addreſs, condemn'd fer Flat- 
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when Occaſion preſents, anſwer our expefFation, andſhine forth at full. Then,. 
for the Latter,” you poſſeſs all bis ſweetneſs of Hum nr peace, all that Hal- 
cion Tranquility of Mind, where your deep bes glide, like ſilent Waters, 
without a Wrincle, your Hqurs. move with ſofteſt Wings, and rarely any La-- 


rum ſtrikes to diſcompoſe you.. Tou have the Pholoſopy of the firſt ;, and which, 
I confeſs, of all. your Qualities, I lvoe moſt, the Poetry of the latter, I was 


never more mov'd. at Virgils Dido, than at the ſhort Poem. of your Lord-- 
ſhop's 5, where nothing but the ſlixrtneſs can be diflik'd. As our Charch-Men 
wiſh there mere more Noble-Men of their Fanttion, fo: wiſh T, in the be- 


WI Th ST 7 


Ee eg Ben "MAT: EE: 


| balf of depreſt Poetry, that there were more- Poets of your Lordſhip's Excel: . 


lence and Eminence. If Poetry, be a Vertue, ſhe Ty aragged one; and never, in 
any Are, went barer than now. It may.be objetted, ſhe n:ver deſerved leſs. 


To that I muſt not anſwer 5, but Fam ſure, when ſhe raerited moſt, ſve was at= 


ways diſſatisfied, or ſhe would not have forſaken the moſt ſpltndid Conrts in 
the World; - Virgil and' Horace. Favourites of the mightieſt Emperour, *re-- 
tir'd from hiin, preferring a Miſtreſs, or a white Boy, and two or three chear-- 
ful drinking Friends in a Country Village, to all the Magnificence'of Rome: 


Or if ſometimes they were ſnatched from their cooltr pleoſures to'an Emperial 


Banquet, we may ſee by their Verſes in praife of a Country 'Life, "twas anain 
tote ings PE Horace in his Epod. Beatus 1lle. qui procul, _ | 
part of his ſixth Satyr, his Epiſtle to Fulc. Arig. Viegil's Georgic; O-For- 
tunafos nimiume-bona- ſi, &c. All rendred by Mr. Cowley, ſo Copiouſly and 
Naturally, as no Age gone before, or coming afer, ſhall equal, though all 
Heads joy'd together to out-Ado him.. F ſpeak not of his exattneſs to a line; 
but of the whole. This then may be ſaid, as to the.condition of Poets in all 
times, few ever arriv'd to- a- middle Fortune, moſt” have liv'd at the loweſt, 
none ever mounted to the higheſt ;- neither by Birth, for- none was ever born. 
a Pririce,. as no Prince, to my remembrance, was ever born- a: Poet.;; nor by. 
Taduſtry, becaufe they were always too much tranſported by their own thoughts, 
from minding the grave buſmeſs of a World, not. of their Humoxr + Whereas 
even Slaves, the Rubbiſh of the Earth have, by moſt prodigious Fortune, 
gair'd a Scepter, aud 'with their vile Heads, fully'd the Glories of a-Crown..- 
Praiſe is the greateſt encouragement we Camelions canyretend to, or rather. 
the Manna that keeps Soul and” Body together 5, we devour it as if it-were. 
Angels Food, and wvainly: thinking we Grow immortal: For my own part, Fi 
acknowledge, I never receiv'd a better ſatisfattion from- the Applanſe of an- 
Audience, than I have: from- your Fe le" Fuagment. Tou' gaze at Beauties, 
and wink at Blem'ſlies ;, and do both ſo gracefully, that the firſt” diſtovers the 
acuteneſs of your Fudgment, the other the excellency. of your Nature: And 
T'can affirm to your Lordſhip, there is nothing tranſports-a Poet, next to Love, 
ltke commending in the right place. Therefore, my Lord, this Play niiuſt be 
yours ;, and Alexander, whom I have rais'd from-the dead, comes to you'with 
an aſfurance anſwerable to his Charatter, and" your Virtue. You cannot ex. 
pett him in his Majeſty of two thouſand'years ago, I bave only--put bis" It 
 luftrious Aſhes in an Urne, which are-now - offer d.with all Obſervancey"to Tous - © 
Lordſhip, by 076 I ROI. ot oO *r5 * Yoke 
NA One; Your Lordſhips meſt bumble; .- 
- obliged; and devoted Servant. 


WE 


— 


, U b 


. 
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Mr. Lee on his Alexander. 


HE. Blaſtof common Cenfure Couv'd I fear, 
Before your Play my Name ſhou'd not not appear ; 
For 'twill Be. thought, and with ſme colour too, 
I pay the Bride [ firſt receiv'd-from-You : 
Fhat mutual Vouchers tor our Fame we ſtand, - 
' To play the Game into-each other's Hand ; 
And as cheap Pegiorths jo our ſelves afford 
As Beſs and the Brothers ofthe Sword, 
Such Libels Private Men may well endure, 
When: States and Kings themſelves are not ſecure :: 
| For 1i}{ Men, conſcious of their inward Guilt, 
Think the beſt Actions on By-Ends are built. 
And yet my Silence. had not-ſcap'd their ſpight,, 
Then envy had nor ſuffer'd'me to write : 
For ſince [ coud not Ignorance pretend,. 
Such worth I muſt or envy, or.commead. 
So many\Candidaces their ſtant for Wit, 
A Place in Court is ſcarce ſo hard to get ; 
In vain:they. croud each other at the Door ;. 
For even Reverſions are all.beg'd before : 
Deſert how known ſo e're, is long Delay'd; 
And, Then too Fools and Xnaves-are better pay'd; 
' Yer, as fome Actions bear fo great a Name, 
That Courts themſelves are juſt, for fear of ſhame :: 
So has the mighty. Merit of your Play 
Extorted Praiſe; ant torc'd it {cif a Way. 
'Tis here, as 'tis at Sea; wit» fartheſt goes, - - 
Or dares thy-moſt, makes all the reſt his Foes ;- 
Yet whth me Virtue much out-grows the reſt; 
' It ſhoots too-taſt, and high to be expreft-:. 
As his Heroic worth ſtruck Envy dumb- 
Who took the Dutchman, and who cut the Boom: 
Such praiſe is yours, while you the Paſſions move;, 
Thas 'tis-no lor ger ſeign'0s *tis real Love :. 
Where Nature Friumphs: over wretched Art ;: 
We only warm the Head, but you the Heart.. 


DTD IEA Sens ao —S ——— ——— 
—O— -—_ —— . _ _ _— 


». - 4 *c 
.* = '- # , 7 : 


Always you'warmi! and if the riſing Year, - 
As in hot Regions, bring the Sun too near, 
'Tis but to make your fragrant Spices blow,. . 

"Which in our colder Climates will not grow. 

They only think. you animate your Theme . 

With too much Fire, - who are themſelves all Phle'mey; © 
Prizes wou'd be for Lags of ſloweſt pace, .'t' » » 

Were Cripples made. the Judges of the Race. - | 
Deſpiſe thoſe Drones, who praiſe-while they accuſe © 

The too much Vigour of your Yourhſul Mule : 

'That humble Stile which they their Virtue make . 

Ts in your pow'r? you-need but ſtoop and. take. 

Your beauteous Images muſt be allow'd 

By all, but ſome vile Poets of the 'Crowd;; 

But how ſhou'd any Sign-poſt- dawber know . 
The worth of 7itian or of Angelo? : F 
Hard' Features every Bungler can command; 

To draw true Beauty, ſhews a Maſter's Hand. 


'- JOHN DRYDEN. 
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MEN BY 


%. 


Alexander the Great, Mr. Zlart. 

Glytus, Maſter of his Horſe. Mr. Mohan, 

Lyfimachus, Prince of the Blood, Mr. Griffin, 

FHepheſtion, Alexander's Favourite, Mr. Clark: 

Caſſander, Son of Antipater. | Mr. FHenaſton, Y 

Polyperchon, Commander or the PhalayuxMr. Goodman, (© ,<__c- - 
Plttip Brother to Cafſander.. Mr. Pewel, Confpurators: 
Theſſalus, the: Median. Mr. Wilt /bire. 


Perediccas, Mr. Lydal. 
Eumenes, bore Commanders. Mr. Wat/os.. 
Meleager,. Mr. Peru... 
Ariſtander, a Southſayer: ' Mr. Colyſh 


WOMEN, : BY 


Syfgambis,Mother to the Royal Family. Mrs. Corey. 
*Statira, Dau _ ot Darius, Married Q M 
. to Alexander. Gs 
PF. Roxana, Daughter of Cohortanas, firſt ?,,, h 
® Wife of Alexander. ; } Mrs. Marſhal.” 
Pariſatis, Siſter to Szarira, ins Love : 
ys with A : q Mrs. Baker, . 


| pie, 

Slaves. 3 

Ghoſ. | — 
Dancers: + 
Guards... | 


Boutel, 


SCENE, 


PROLOGUE + w L E3 CAA 


Written by Sir Char. 16 thats * 


=O OW hard the Fae is of the Sribling Drilee,.. | 
Who writes to all, when yet ſo few can juage 7 


Wit, like Religion, once | Dianne was thought ;, 

\ And the wull Growd belicv'd as they were taught : 

| Now each Fanatick Fodl preſumes explain 

"The'Text, and does the ſacred Writ prophane * 

* For, While you Wits each others Fall-purſue,,- - DEI 

The Fops ufurp the Power belongs to you. - TE 008 PRES. 
Tou think y are challeng'd in each_New May-Bill, es 2g \ 
And here you come. for-tryal of your Skill, | ot. Woe 

' Where Fencer like, you one anot 
While with your wounds; ' you make the Rabble ſport. | 
Others there are that have the brutal will 

' * To murder apoor Play, but want the Skill: * THE | e* 
W-" | They love to fight, _ ſeldom have the wit | SIE 

| To ſpy the place where they may thruſt and hit,” _. _ 
Ao therefore, like ſome Bully of the Town, 
Ne're ſtand to draw, but knock the Poet Dawn. - + MTN 

' With theſe, like Hogs in Gardens it ſuctzeds, . '+ i |. 
They root up all, and kurw not Flowers fron Weeds. © 
As for you, Sparks, that hither come each days . 1... 1..'7 © 
To aft your own, and not to mind our Play; - papain 


And with 3 loud Nonſenſe drown the Stages Wes bee 
' Talk of your Cloaths, yorr laſt Debauches 161k 0) 


* "Tall the Cocquet ſung in the Next Lampoon, + 
Is by her jealous Friends ſent out of Town. Es 
For, in this. Duelling,. Intriguing —_— 
The Love you make is like the War you wage 8 

X 1" are. ſtill prevented ere you come tingage. 

_—_ - But "tis not to ſuch tri off Foes as you, «22 o0s; {1 
= - The Mighty Alexander daigns-to ſue; STTTEN 
' Tou Perſians of the Pit be does deſpiſe, - A 

| | - -Buttothe men of Senſe, for Aid 4 flies, 

If ' On their experience? * Adogs he now depotids, GY ') & 

i | + Nor fears þe odds, if they but prove is Frien - SY 
© For as he once a little handful choſe, 

The Numerous Armies of the Warld oſe, 
So back't by you, who underſtand the Rules, 
- te Jopes to rout the Ms gy Hoſt of Fools. 


I 


And witty Bargains to each other ſell, 5 AMS 19.5 4 EI : 
Gloat on the ſilly She, who for. your ſake Ot WAI q* >: ANG : 
Can Vanity and Noiſe" for Love miſtake; tn Font I 2:9 / 


- Rehearſe your uſual Follies to the Pit, oO OS. nn nn 


* H.E 


Rival Queens : 
ALEXANDER 


THE GREAT. 
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ACTI. SCENE! 
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Enter Hepteſtion, Lyſimachus fighting, Ges parting them, 
| Lyſ. 1 have his Sword. , 


Cly. But muſt not have his Li. 


Lyſ. Muſt not, O1d Clytus? 
Cly. Mad Lyſmmachus, you muſt not. 
F QHeph. Coward Fleſh! O feeble Arm, 

He Hlied with my Point, and when I thruſt, = 
> He frown'd and fmil'd, and foil'd me like a Fencer. _—_ 
: . OReverendChtw! Father of the War ; : ; 
Moſt famous Guard of Alexander's Life, . 
Take pity on my Youth, and lend a Sword : F | 
Lyſimachus is brave, and will not ſcorn me : ROT 
Kill me, or let me fight with him again. + 

Lyſ. There, take thy Sword ; and fince thou art refoly'd 1 
| For death, I- haſt the nobleft from my hand. | | 
Hp Cly. Stay thee, Lyſimachus, Hepheſtion, OP nl 
if br I _ you both, kgs bon | 'l 
F ' Now let me ſee which of you dares to ftrike ; 

, By JoveYye've ſtirr'd the Old Man, that raſh Arm | 
oe RED. That firſt advances, moves againſt the Gods, +, 2 

Againſt the wrath of Clyrus and the Will | x | 
Of oar great King, whats DO I ſtand. . 


WD La & 3$ EE | 


'H AT, are you Mad-men! ha....Put up, I ſay 
Then, miſchief; in the boſoms of ye both. 


"4 - 
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% 
as \ The RIVAL QUEENS; Or; TY 
Lyſ. Wel!, 1 ſhall take another time. © 
_ Helj. Andl. v 
Cly. "Tis Alle ; . 
Another time, what time? what fooliſh hour ? 
No time fhall {ge a brave Man do amis. 
And what's the noble Cauſe that makes this madneſs > 
What big Ambition blows this dangerous Fire? , 
A Cupid's Putt, 1s1t not Woman's Breath? 
By all our Triumphs | n the heat of Youth, 
When Towns were ſack'd, and Beauties proſtrate lay. 
When my Blood bo y1'd, and Natyre work't me high, 
Elytus ne'ec bow'd bls body to ſuch ſhame. 
The brave will {corn their Cobweb Arts———The Souls: 
Of all that whming, imiling, coZ'ning Sex 
Weigh not otze thought of any Man of War. 
.  Lyf. 1confeſs our Vengeance was il-tim'd. 
Cly. Death ! I had reather this right Arm were loſt. 
To which I owe my Glory, than our King 
Should know your Fault— what, on this famous ay? 
= I was to blame. | 
F Cly. This memorable day, | : 
I* When our hot Maſter, that wou'd tire the World, 
; Outride the lab'ring Sun, and tread the Stars, 
3h When he inclin'd to Reſt, comes peaceful on, - 
F Liffning to Songs: while all his Trumpets fleep, -- | . 
IF _- And plays with Mouarchs whom he us'd to drive; k 
| : Shall we begin Diſorders, make new Broyls.? 
Bi We that have temper learnt, ſhall we awake 
| EE | Huſh't Aars, the Lion, that had left to roar ? ah 
Ee Lyf. *Tistru, OW Clytus is an Oracle. IIs 
Þ #4 Put up, Hepheſtion——did not Paſſion blind. \ Ol 
W- My Reaſon, 1 on fuch occaſion too 
Could thus have urg'd. | d 
Heph. Why is it then we love ? i 
Cly. Becauſe unmannd.——— 
$5 Why 1s not Alexander grown Example ? 
| | O that a Face ſhou'd thus bewitch a Soul, 
+5 ' And rumeallthat's right and reaſonable. 
Talk be my bane, yet the Old Man muſt talk : 
Not fo he lov'd when he at iſs fought, — 
And joyn'd in mighty Duel great Darizs, rs, 
Whom from his Chariot Rambo allwith Gems. 
Bo He hurPd to Earth, and cruſt'd th Imperial Crown,. | | 
Nor cou'd the Gods defend their Images, | 1 
Which with the gaudy Coach lay.overturn” IN NE 
Twas not the Shaft of Love that did the fore, Oo. 4, 
Cupid had nothing there to do, but yow | oa oe TR 
Two Wives he takes, two Riyal Queens diſturb: The 
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ALEXANDER the Great. : 
The Court; and while each hand do's Beiuty hold, | | 
Where is there room for glory? . 
Heph. In his Heart.. 
Cly. Well faid, 
You are his favourite, and I had forgot 
Who 1 was talking to. See Siſrambis comes 
Reading a Letter to your Princeſs; go, 
. Now make your claim, while I attend the King, LExte. 


Enter Syligambis, Pariſatis, 


Per. Did not you love my Father ? Yes, I ſee 
You did, his very Name but mention'd brings 
The tears howe're unwilling to your Eyes. 
I lovy'd him too, he would not thus have forc'd 
My trembling heart, which your commands may break, 
But never bend. 
Sy. Forbear thy loſt Complaints, 
Urge not a Suit which I ean never grant. 
Behold the Royal Signet of the King, 
Therefore reſolve to be Hepheſtion”s Wite. 
Par. No, fince Lyſimachus has won my heart, 
My body ſhall be Aſhes, e're anothers. | 
Sy/- For ſixty rowling years who ever ſtood 
* _ The ſhockof State ſo unconcern'd as 1? 
This Whom I thought to Govern being young, © 
iq Heav'n, as a Plague to Power, has render'd ſtrong ; 
| Judge my diftrefles, and my temper prize ; 
ad _ Who, though unfortunate, wou'd ftill be'wiſe. 
| Ru. Ly. To let you know that Miſery do's ſway - [Both knee, 
; IAfmanbler Fate than yours, ſee at your Feet & | 
>, Theloſt Lyſmachus: O mighty Queen 
L have but this to beg, wnportial fland z _ 
! | Le And fince Hepheſtion ſerves by your permiſſion 
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Diſdain not me who ask your Royal leave 
Tocaſt a throbbing heart before her feet. 
Heph. A Blefling like poſſeſlion of the Princeſs, 
No Services, not Crowns, nor all the blood 
That circles in our Bodies can deſerve, 
Therefore I take all helps, much more the King's ; 
+ And what your Majeſty. vouchſat'd to give, | 
Your hacer is paſt, where all my hopes muſt hang. 
” LTLyſ., There periſh too——all words want ſenſe in Love 
But Love and I bring ſuch a perfett Paſſion, 
/ FSonobly pure, *tis worthy ot her Eyes, | 
| wa ima bluſhing _— juſtly pore: | | 
ep, Such arrogauee Id Alexanaer wooe | 
ys Pe | 5 9 EY 3 Would 
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Go The Face of Day now bluſhes Scarlet deep; 


ES _ The RE VAL QUEENS; 


Wou'd loſs him all the Conqueſt he has won. - , - '*47 5 
Lyſ. Let not a Conqueſt once be nam'd by you,, 1 _ - 
Who this Diſpute muſt to- my mercy own. F | 
Sy Riſe brave-Lyſimachus, He heſtion rite, | | 
Tie true Hepheſtion firſt Yeclar'd 1s-Love; 
And *tis as true, 1 promis 'd him my aid! 
Your glorious King turn'd mighty Advocate, 
Haw noble therefore were the, Viltory, - 
If we could vanquiſh this diſordered Love? 
Heph. *Twill never be. 
Dy. No, I will yet love on, 
And hear-from Alexander's. mouth, in what 
Hepheſtion merits more than I, 
Sy/. I grieve, 
And fear the boldneſs which your I.ove iaſpite esz. 
But left her ſight ſhould haſte your Enterprize, 
*T'is juſt I take the Objett from your Eyes. [Exeunt-SyL.Par;. 
Lyſ. She's gone, and fee the day, as.it her look : 
Had kindled it, is loſt, now ſhe is-vaniſhed. 
Heph. A iidden gloomineſs and Horrour comes, 
About me. | 
Lyſ. Let's away. to meet the King,, 
You know my ſuit. - 
Heph. Yonder Caſſandey comes, 
He may, inform us. 
. Lyſ. No, I wou'd avoid him, © 
There's ſomething i in that buſie Face of his. 
That ſhocks my Nature. IA | 
Heph. Where and what you pleaſe, " [CExeunt.. 


Euter Callander. 


Caſſ.' The Morning riſes black, the lowring Sun, 
an if the dreadful buſineſs he foreknew,, 
Drives heavily his fable Chariot on: 


As if it fear'd the ſtioke which I intend, 

Like that of Fupiter Lightning and Thunder: 

The Lords above are angry, and talk big, 

Or rather walk the mighty Cirque.like Mourners: 

Clad in long Clouds, the Robes of thickes Night, 

And ſeem to groan for. Alexander's Fall; + | 

'Tis as Caſſinder's Soul could wiſh it were, 

| Which whenſbefre it flies at lofty miſchief , 
Wou'd tartle-Fate, and make all Heav'n concern @. 

A-mad Chaldean ii the dead of Night 


Game to my Bed-Sxdewith a flaming Torch,, 


_ 


= 


| LEXANDER the Great. 
And bellowing o're me like a Spirit damn'd, 
He cry'd, Well had it been for Babylon 
Icurs'd Caſſander never had been boruw.. 


Enter Theſflalus; Philip, with Letters. 


Theſſ. My Lord Caſſander! 
Caſſ. Ha! who's there: 
Phil. Your Friends. 
Caſſ. Welcome dear Theſſalus and Brother Philip. 
Papers ——with what Contents 2 
Phil. From Macedon, 
A truſty ſlave arriv'd—great Aptipater 
wth Writes that your Mother labour'd with you long; 
Your Birth was ſlow, and flow is all your Life. 
Cafſ. He writes, dapatch the King.--Craterus comes;, 
Who in my room muſt Govern Macedon 
Eet him not live a day-——he dies to night ; 
And thus my Father but foreſtals my purpoſe ;. 
Why, am I ſlow then? if I rode on Thunder 
TI muſt a moment have to fall from Heaven, 
- Fre l could blaſt the growth of this Coloſſus. 
Thcfſ. The haughty Polyperchon comes this way; 
A Male-content, one whom I lately wrought, 
That for a ſlight affront, at Syſa givin, 
Bears Alexander moſt pernicious hate. 
Caſſ. So when I mock'd the Perſians that ador'd himz. 
He ſtruck me on the Face, and by the Hair * 


ns | He ſwung meto his Guards to be chaſtis'd; 
Py 


_For which, and for my Father's weighty Cauſe, 
They abandon what I have reſoly'd, 
May I again be beaten like a Slave. 
>> But lo, where Pohyerchon comes, now fire him. [Enter Polypetchon)- | 
Io With ſuch Complaints, that he may ſhoot to rume. | | 
| : _ Pal. Sure I have found thoſe Friends dare ſecond me3;. 
Fhear freſh murmurs as I paſs alone. 
Yet rather than put up, Fl do't alone: 
Did not Pauſanias, a Youth, a Stripling, 
A beardleſs Boy fwelld with mglorious wrong,, 
For a leſs Cauſe his Father Philip kill? 
- Peace then full Heart! move like a Cloud about, 
And when time repines thee to-break, O ſhed 
» The ſtock of all thy Poysn on his head. . 
. | Caſf? All Nations bow their heads with homage doxwn;, 
/7 Andhkiſs the feet of this exalted man ? 
\--.-- Name, the Shout, the Blaſt-from eyery Mouth: 


Is Alexander: Alexandvr burfts: © Fr 
» Your Cheeks, and with a Crack fo loud. == it: 


&:--. nr RIVAL QUEENS; Dy, I 
It drowns the Voice of H eaven, like fawn 
The Farth's Commanders fawn, rye, 24 Tae F 
Mankind ftarts up to hear his Blaſhemy 
And if this Hunter of this Barbarous World 
But wind himſelfa God, yay ecchoe him 
'With univerſal Cry. 
Pol, I ecchoe him ? 
I fawn, or fall like a fat Eaſtern Slave 
And lick his feet? Boys hoot me from the Palace 
To haunt ſome Cloiſter with my ſenſeleſs walks, 
| Whea thus the noble Soul of Pelyrerchon 
| Lets go the aim of all his aftions, Honour: 
Theſ. The King ſhall flay me, cut me up alive, 
Ls me $- Fire and Scourges, rack me worle 
an once he did Philotas, &re I bow. 
Caſſ. Curſe on thy Tongue for mentioning Philotas, 
L had rather thou hadſt Aritander been z 
And to my Soul's Confuſion rais'd up Hell 
With all the Furies brooding upon horrours, ' 
Than brought Philotas's Murder to remembrance. 
Phil. 1 ſaw him rack'd, a ſight ſo diſmal fad 
_ Eyes did ne're behold. 
Caſſ. So diſmal ! Peace, 
It is unutterable ; let me ſtand 
And think upon the Tragedy you ſaw: 
By Mars it comes, ay now the Rack's iet forth, 
Bloody Craterus his inveterate Foe, 
'_ -With pitileſs Hepheſtion ſtanding by: 
Philotas, like an Angel ſeiz'd by Friends, , : 
Is ſtraight diſrob'd, a Napkin ties his head, 
His Warlike Arms with Jamba Cords are bound, 
And every Slave can now the valiant wound, . 
Pol. Now by the Soul of Royal Philip fled 
I dare pronounce young Alexander, whe 
_ Wou'd be a God, 18 cruel as a Devil. 
Caſſ. Oh, Polyperc hon, PR, Theſſalus, 
Did not your bows ram Blood? your nit burſt, 
To ſee your noble Fellow-Souldier buraz 
Yet without trembling, or a tear endure 
The torments of the damn'd ? O Barbarians, 
Cou'd you ſtand by, and yet refuſe to ſuffer ? 
Ye ſaw him bruis'd, torn, to the Bones made-bare; 
- His Veins wide lanced, and the poor quivering fleſh 
© With Pincers from his manly Boſora ript,, : 
Till ye diſcover'd the great Heart lye panting, 
' Pol. Why killd we not the King to-lave' Philatas ? - 
ds Aſſes! Fools! but Ales wall bays: Ly Fools s be angry; ha 
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> ALEXANDER the Great, 

Why ſtood ye then like Statues? there's the caſe, 

The horrour of the ſight had turn'd ye Marble. 

So the pale Trojans from their weeping Walls 

Saw the dear body of the God-like Hettor, 

Bloody and ſoil'd, dragg'd on the famous grommd, 

Yet ſenſeleſs ſtood, nor with drawn weapons ran 

To fave the great Remains of that prodigious man. 
Phil. Wretched Philotas ! bloody Alexander! 
Theſſ. Soon after him the great Parmemio fell, 

Stabb'd m his Orchard by the Tyrant's doom ; 

But where's the need to mention publick loſs, 

When each nan pany dilgrace ? 

Pol. Late I remember to a Banquet calld, 

After Alcides Goblet fwift had gone 

The-giddy round, and Wine had made me bold, 

Stirring the Spirits up to talk with Kings 

I ſaw Craterus with Hepheſtion enter 

Ih Perſian Robes, to Alexander's health 

| - They largely drunk, then turning Eftward felt 


Flat on the Pavement, and ador'd the Sun, 

Sraight to the King they ſacred Reverence gave 

With ſolemn words, O Son of Thundring Fovey "*% 

Young Ammon live for ever, then kiſs't the ground: 

I laugh'd aloud, and ſcoffing ask'd *em why 

. They kils'd no. harder ;!————hut the King 'leapt up, 
And ſpurr'd me to the Earth withthis rep'y, 
Do thou, ——whilP with his foot he preſt my Neck,. 
i” *Till from my Ears, my Noſe, and Mouth, the blood 
"2 > Guſh'd forth, and 1 lay foaming on the Earth, | 
> 


PT) [ with this Dagger m his heart. 
s here ſpoke the Spirit of Caliſthenes. 
>» Remember he's a Man, his Fleſh as ſoft 
of ; a And penetrable as a Girls: we have ſeen him wounded, 
/ Aſtone has ſtruck him, yet on Thunderbolt : 
A Pebble felPd this Fup:ter along : 
A Sword has cut him, a Javelin pierc'd him, 
Water will drown him, Fire burn him, 
A Surfeit, nay, a fit of common Sickneſs 
Brings this Immortal to the Gate of Death. 
- Pol. Why ſhou'd we more delay the glorious buſineſs, 
NOT!  . Areyourhearts firm ? | 
OG z* Phil. Hell cannot be more bent 
To ary ruine,' than 1 to the-King's. 
pe - Theſſ. And I. £0 
\ Pol. Behold my hand, and if you doubt my truth, 
. Teg up my breag, and lay my heart upon it. _ 
, .Caſſ. Joyn then, O worthy, hearty, noble hands, 
Fit Inftruments fo x ſuch Majeſtick Souls; 


| ar The RIVAL QUEENS; Or, 
Remember Hermolavs, and be huſh'd. ' 
Pol. Still, as the boſom of the defart Night, 
As fatal Planets, or deep plotting Friends. 
Caſſ. To day he comes from Babylon to.Suſa 
With proud Roxana. _ 
Ha ! who's that,——eook here. Fur ; : 
| - FT Emter the Ghoſt of King Philip, ſhaking a 
| Put, 4  Trunchion ;A 'em, mk => red : 
Caſſ. Now by the Gods, or Furies which I ne're 
Believ'd,..—..There's one of them arriv'd to ſhake us. 
What art thou ? glaringthing, ſpeak : what the Spirit 
Of our King Philip, or of Poliphemus ? - | 
Nay, hurl thy Trunchion, ſecond it with Thunder 
We will abide-Theſſalus ſaw you nothing ? 
Theſſ. Yes, and am more amaz'd than you can be. 
Phil. *Tis faid that many Prodigies were ſeen 
This Morn, but none ſo horrible as this. 
Pol. What can you fear ? tho' the Earth yawn'd ſo wide 
That all the Labours of the Deep were ſeen, 
And Alexander ſtood on the other ſide, 
Id leap the burning Ditch'to give him death, 
Or ſink my felf for ever. Pray, to the buſineſs. 
Caſſ. As 1 was ſaying, this Roxana, whom, 
To aggravate my hate to him, 1 love, 
Meeting him as he came Triumphant from 
'The Indies, kept him revelling at Suſa 
But as I found, a deep repentance fince 
Turns his affeftions to the Queen Statira, 
To whom he ſwore (before he cou'd eſpoule her ) 
| Pol. How did the Perſian Queens receive the news - FEA” 
Of his Revolt ? ES, 
Theſſ. With grief incredible : | 
Great S:iſigambis wept, but the Young Queen 
Fell dead among her Maids, 
Nor cou'd their care 
With richeft Cordials, for an hour or more, 
Recover Lite. i 7, 
Czſſ. Knowing how much ſhe lov'd. 
' Ihop'd to turn her all into Medex . 
For when the firſt guſt of her grief was paſt 
I enter'd, and with breath prepar'd did blow 
The dying ſparks into a towring flame, 
Deſcribing, the new Love he bears Roxana, 2 
Conceiving, not-unlikely, that the Line | 
Of dead Darius in her Cauſe might rife. - og 
| any Panthers, Lionefſes rage - \ 


That he wou'd never Bed Roxana more. DR | DM”. 


WO ++; "— . My" ge —— l Jy : 4 : 
p " + 5 4 » C vey . bY — ", 2. # 
& $8": & 3 .:>>-* ” "1; : Sw », 4 ”_, ow” . 
F - V "" = ad F q ® _ 
- A ” 


-S0 Kuflons, any Toftents ful FR i 
—As a wrong'd woman's hate ? 'Thus far it helps 
- To give him troubles; which perhaps may end him, 
And ſet the Court i in univerſal Uproarz 
*But fee it rip'ns-more than I expetted, 
The Scene works up, kilt him, or kill thy ſelf; 
.So there be'miſchief any way, *tis well : 
-Now change the Vizor, every one diſperſe, 
And with a face of Frindſhip meet the King. 


Enter Syſigambis, Statira, Pariſitis, Attendants. 


2 Seat. Give mea Knife, a draught of Poyſon, Flanies;z 
-Swell heart, break, break thou ſtubborn thing;; 
Now, by the ſacred Fire; INnot beheld; 
Why do ye wiſh me Life, yet ſtifle me 
[For want of air ? pray give me leave to walk. 
Sy/. Is there no'reverence to'my Perſon due? 
Darius wou'd have heard me: truſt not rumour. 
Stat. -No, he hates, 
He loaths the Beauties which he has enjoy'd 
'O, he is falſe, that great, that glorious Man 
Ts Tyrant midſt of his triumphant ſpoils, 
Is bravely falſe to all the Gods, forſworn ; 
'Yet who would think it ? no, it cannot be, 
- It cannot——— What, that dear Proteſting' 'Man ! 
. He that -has warm'd my Feet with thouſand ſighs, 
Then cool'd *em with his tears, dy*d on my Rnees, 
'Outwept the Morning with his dewy Eyes, a 
_ _ - And groan'd and'{wore the wondering Stars away? 
Ty ih No, *tis impoflible, believe thy MRoener, 
Fo "TINd:ows him well. 
Stat. Away, and let me dye, 


— 


Si td 4 O, *tis my fondneſs, and my eaſte nature 
4 


was, - 
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. Te : Man' agam ? 


> \” Stat.xA Man! a Man! my Pariſatis, 
| Thys with _y hand held 4 _ let 'me ſwear. the. 


g That. would excuſe him ; but I know he's falſe, 

'Tis now the common talk, the news o'th* World, 
Falſe to Statira, falſe to her that lov'd him. © - 
That lav'd him, cruel Vittor as he was, 
And took him bath'd all o'fe in Perfic an blood ; 
Kiſs'd the dear cruel Wounds, and wafh'd *em o're 

And o're in Tears, then bound * em with my hair, 
.Laid hy all night upon my panting Boſom, ZE 

- *\Julfd like a Child: and huſh'd him with my Songs. 
E: , Paredf this be true, ah, who will ever truft 


2 7 Fact” E. : " c 
© . a 7 - p 
_— _ 
4{-1 J ax 
% P Ns 
® -- % 


Þ- =L 
F 


By the eternal Body.of the Sm, © _.\ -* 
Whoſe Body, O | ara the Blaſphemy, 
I lov'd not half ſo well as the leaft part 
Of my dear-precious faithleſs Alexander ; 
For Lwill tell thee, and to warn thee of him, . 
Not the Springs Mouth, yor Breath of Jeſamin, 
Nor Violets Infant-Sweets, nor opening Buds 
Are half fo ſweet as Alexander's Breaſt ; 
From every Pore of him a Perfume falls, 
He kiſſes ſofter than a Southern Wind, 
Curls like a Vine, and touches like a God. 
Syf. When will thy Spirits reſt, theſe tranſports ceaſe 7 
Stat. Will you not give me leave to warn my Siſter ? 
As I was ſaying, _—but I told his Sweetneſs, 
Then he will talk, good Gods how he will talk! 
/Even when the Joy he ſigh'd for his poſſeſt, _ - 
He ſpeaks the kindeſt words, and looks ſuch things, 
, Vows with 1ſo much paſſion, ſwears with fo much Grace, 
That *tis a kind of Heaven to be deluded by him. 
Par. But what was it that you would have me ſwear ? 
Stat. Alas, I had forgot, let me walk by 
And weep a while, and I ſhall ſoon remember. 
Syſ. Have patience, Child, and give her Liberty; 
Paſſions ke Seas will. have their Ebbs and Flows ; 
Yet while I ſee her thus, not all the Loſſes 
We have receiv'd fince Alexander's Cenqueſt 
Can touch my hardw'd Soul, her Sorrow reigns 
Too fully there. | a 
Par. But what if ſhe ſhould kill her ſelf? 
Stat. Roxana then enjoys my perjur'd Love : 
Roxana claps my Morarch mn her Arms; 'q 
Doats on my Conqueror, my de=r Lord, my Kg, ].. 
\ - Devours my Lips, eats him with hungry Killes; 
She graſps him all, ſhe, the curſt happy ſhe. 
- By Heaven I cannot bear it, *tis too much 3 
 Vildye, or od me of the burning torture. 
Twill have Remedy, I will, 1 will, .. 
- Or godiſtratted ;. Madneſs may throw off 2 
'The mighty Load, and drown the flaming Paſſion. ' 
Madam, draw near with all that are in preſence, 0 
And liſten to the Vow which here I make. -- ' 
iſ. Take heed, my dear Sratira, and conſider 

What deſperate Love enforces you to ſwear. 
/ Stat. Pardon me, for I have conſidered well; 

And here l bid adiea to all Mankind. 
Farewel ye Coz/ners of the Eaſte Sex, 
And thou the greateſt falleſt Alexander ; 
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ON SH ALEXANDER the Great. 11 
<. Farwel thou qnoſt beloy'd, thou Faithleſs Dear ; 
If I but mention him, the Tears will fall : 

- Sure there is not a Letter in his Name, 

But is a Charm to melt a Woman's Eyes. 

Syſ.: Clear up thy Griets, thy King, thy Alexandey 
Comes on to Babylon. 

Stat. Why let him come, 
Joy of all Eyes but the forlorn Statira's. 

Sy/. Wilt thou not ſee him? 

Stat. By Heaven I never will, 

/ This is my Vow, my facred Reſolution ; 

| And when I break it Ba : [Kneels. 
Syſ. Ah, do not rume all. | 
Stat. May I again be flatter'd and deluded, 
May ſudder: death and horrid, come inſtead 
Of what I wiſh, and take me unprepar'd. 
Sy. Still kneel, and with the {Hh Breath cal! again 
The woful Imprecation thou haſt made. 
"Stat. No, 1 will publiſh it through all the Court, 
Then in the Bowers of great Semiramis | 
For ever lock my woes from humane yiew. 
Syſ. Yet be perſwaded. 
Srat. Never urge me more, 
Leſt driven to rage, I ſhould my Life abhor,* 
And in your preſence put an end to all 
The faſt Calamities that round me fall. 
Par. O angry Heaven! what have the guiltleſs done ? 
And where ſhall wretched Pariſatis run? | 

Syſ. Captives in War, our Bodies we reſign'd, | - 

But now made free, Love does our Spirits bid. 

W»:# When to my purpos'd Loneneſs I retire, 8 
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of ( b ay And after Alexander's Health enquire: | 
By - And if this Paſſion cannot be remoy'd, : 


Your ſight I through the Grates ſhall aft deſire, 


Ask how my Reſolution he approv'd ? 
How much he loves, how much is he belov'd ? 5 
Then when I hear that all things pleaſe him well. 


Thank the good Gods, and hide me in my Cell, | LC Exeut; 
F | 
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ACTIL SCENEL. 


Noiſe of Trumpets ſounding far off. 


The Scene. draws, and diſcovers a Battle of Crows, or Ravens in the Air +. 
an fy 1 4 Sioes wee ap for: the Eagle drops down with all the 
reſt of the Biras, ana the Dragon. flies. away. Souldiers walk off hakine » 
their Heads. . Tie Conſpirators come fond tat off ſoaking: 


wed 2 br comes, the fatal Glory of the. World; 

TL The headlong Alexander, with a Guard 
Ofthronging Crown comes on to Babylon, | 
Though warn'd, in fpight of all the Poaw'rs-above; 

Who by their Prodiges faretel his Ruine. 

' Pol. Why all this noiſe, becauſe a King muſt die?  - 

Or do's Heaven fear becauſe he ſway*d the Farth, 

His Ghoſt will war with the high Thunderer ? 

Curſe on the babling Fates that cannot ſee | 
»A' great Man tumble; but they muſt be talking... 

_ Caf. 'The Spirit of King Philip, in thoſe "Arms 

We ſaw him wear, paſs'd groaning through the Court,. - - 

_ His dreadful Eye-balls-rowPFd their horrour upwards ; . 
He way'd his arms, and ſhook his wondrous head. | 
Ie heard that at the-crowing of the Cock 
Lions will roar, and Goblings ſteal away; 

_ But this Majeftick Air ftalks ſtedfaſt on 
Spight of the.Morn that calls him Irom the Eaft, 

Nor minds the op'ning of the Iv'ry Door. 
Phil. *Tis certain, there was never day like this. . - 
Caſſ. Late. as I muſing wall*t behind the Palace, 
I met a monſtrous Child, that with his hands 
Held to his face, which feem'd all over Eyes, , 
A Silver-Bowl, and wept it full of Blood: . 
But having ſpy'd me, like a Cocatrice, 
He glar'd a while; then with a ſhriek ſo ſhrill 
As all the- Winds had whiſtled ſrom-his'Mouth; 
He daſh'd Me with the-Gore. he held, and yaniſhed.*. 
Pol.” That which befell me, though *twas horrid, yet- 
When I confider, it appears ridiculous =@- - IT 
For, as I paſgd through.a by vacant place,, 
i:met two Women very.old and uglyy, | 
"That wrpng their hands, and howI'd; and. beat their breaſts; 


? 


F 


n 


p : © , : hes. 


© ALEXANDER the Gwear:. 
- And cry*d out Poyſon: whenl askt' the Cauſe, 
' They took me by the Ears, and with firange force: " 
Held me to-the earth, then laugh'd. and difappear'd.- 
| Caſſ. O how I love deftruftion with a Method 
Which none diſcern, but thoſe that weave the Plot:- 
Like Silk-worms we are hid in our own Weft, ' - 
But we ſhall burſt at laſt through all the Strings; 
And when time calls, come forth in a new form ; 
Not Inſetts to-bertrod, but Dragons -wing'd. 
Theſſ. The Face of all the Court is ſtrangely alter'd:: 
There's not a Perſian I can meet, but ſtares. 
As if he were diſtratted. Oxyartes, 
Satira's Uncle,. openly declaim'd.. 
Againſt the Perjury of Alexander. 
Phil. Others; more fearful, are remoy'd to Suſa,. 
Dreading Roxana's Rage, who comes !th? Rear 
To Babylon. 
Cafſ. It glads my riſmg-Sout” 
That we ſhall ſee him rack't before he dies : - 
I. know he loves Statira more than Life, -. 
And on a Croud of Kings in Triumph born 
Comes, big with Expectation, to enjoy her.- 
. But when he hears the Oaths which ſhe has ta'ne, 
Her laſt adieu make publick to the World,. 
Her vow'd divorce; how will remoſe conſume. him ?- 
Prey, like the Bird of Hell; upon his Liver ? 
Pol. To bawk his Longing and delude.his Luft, 
Is more than Death, *tis Earneſt for Damnation. 
uv» 2» ' Caſſ. Then comes Roxana, who muſt help our Party; * 


--,” "& 1 know her jealous, bloody, and arnbitious.Þ. 
(.- *  KY'txgs the likene(s of her heart to mine, 
And Sympathy of Natures caus 


pr- ( >» *Tis fixt, I muſt enjoy her, and no way. 


d.me- to love her: . 
. So proper as to make her guilty firſt. . 
Pol. To ſee two Rival Queens of different humours, 
With a variety of Torments vex him. - LEnter Ly{.. Hephi.- 
Caſſ. Of that anon ; but ſee Lyſimachxs 
And the young Favourite; ſort, fort your ſelves;... 
And like to other mercenary Souls: 
'- +... Adore this Mortal God, that ſoon muſt bleed. 
F="Y Lyſf. Here l will wait the King's approach, and ſtand - 
hk Bis ufmoſt anger, if he do me wrong. | 
i 5s” Ph. That cannotbe, from-Power fo abſolute... - 
. po : And ih as lng _ | ' | 
IN td Lyſ.” Well, you.and I have done.-- | : PD os 
 __ Pol. How the Court thickens! FIrumpens- ſound 
Gf: Nothing to what it will——Does be not <ve- 
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To hear a thouland thouſan Embaſſies, 
Which from all Parts to Babylon ere brought, 
As if the Parliament of the whole World 
Had met ; and h& came not a God, to give- 
The infinite Aſſembly glorious audience. | 


Enter Clytus,' Ariſtander in his Rober, with a Wand. 


" Ariſt. Haſte, Reverend Clytus, haſt, and ſtop the King. 
Cly. He is already entred : then. the Preſs. 
. Of'Princes that attend ſo thick about him 
Keep all that wow'd approach at certain diſtance. 
Ar. Thou h he were hem'd witheDeities I'd ſpeak to him, 
* And turn him back from this high way to Death. 

Cly. Here place your ſelf within his Trumpets ſound. 
Lo, the Chaldean Prieſts appear, behold | 
The ſacred Fire, Nearchus and Eumenes 6 

| With their white Wands, and dreſt in Faſtern Robes, 
To fvoth the King, who loves he Perſian mode : 
But fee the Maſter o*the World 1pocars. 


Enter Alexanger, al! kneel but Clytus. 


Heph. O Son of Fupiter live for ever. 
. Alex. Rile all, and thou my ſecond e?5; wy Lovez 3 
O my Hepheſtion, raiſe thee from the Tarth 
Up to my Breaſt, and hide thee in my heart, 
Art thou grown cold ? Why hang thine arms at diſtance ? 
Hugg me, or elſe by Heaven thou lov'ſt me not. - «2... ad 
Heph. Not love, my Lord? break not the Heart you fram'd AN wh 
And moulded up to ſuch. an Excellence ? OL F hr 
Then ſtamp'd on'it your own Immortal Image. 
Not love the King ? Such is not Woman's Love, aw 
So fond a Friendſhip, ſuch a Acred flame, | TT 
As I muſt doubt to TT in Breaſts above. 
- Alex. Thou doſt, thou lov'fi me, Crown of all my Wars, 
Thou dearer to me than my Groves df Lawrel, 
I know thou lov'ſt thy Alexander more 
Than Clytus doth the King : no tears, Roybeſtion, 
I read thy P3 flion in thy Manly Byes:: > 
 Andglory in thoſe Planets of my Life, 
Above the Rival Lights that ſhi e in Heaven. 
Lyf. 1 ſee that Death muſt wait me, yet Ple on. 
Alex. Tle tell thee, Friend, a1id pul by it, all ye Prin=eg 
Thoygh never mortalman arr ivdto ftuch * 
A height as I; yet I wou'd forfeit all ; 
_ Caſta)! my Purples, and my conquer' Ctowns, - 


- 


" ee rarer AL EXANDER the Great. 


And dye to faye this Darling of my Soul. . 
Give Sh thy Hand, ſhare all my Scepters while 
I ive; and when,my hour. of Fate is come, - 
I leave thee, what thou meriteſt more than I, the World: 
Lyſ. Dread Sir, I'caſt me at your Royal Feet. 
Alex. What, my Lyſmachus, whoſe Veins are rich 
With our Illuſtrious Blood ? My Kinſman, riſe, 
Is not that Clyrus? | 
- Cly. Your old faithful Souldier. - 
Alex. Come to my hands, thus double Arm the King 
; And now methinks1 ftand like the Dread God, 
Who while his Prieſts and I quaff*d ſacred Blood, 
Acknowleg'd me his Son. M y Lightning thou; 
And thou my Mighty Thunder p_— ye ſeen 
.. Thy glittering Sword outfly Coeleſtial Fire : 
And when 1 cry'd, be gone, and excecute, 
Py feen him run ſwifter than ſtarting Hinds, 
Nor bent the tender Graſs beneath his Feet : 
Swifter than Shadows fleeting o'er the Fields, 
Nay, even the Winds, with all their Stock of Wings, 
Have puff*d behind, 'as wanting Breath to reach him. 
=h But if your Ma jſty 
Cty. Who wou'd not loſe 
The laſt dear drop of blood for ſuch a King ? 
Alex. Witneſs my Elder Brothers of the Skie, 
How much I loye a Souldier.——EO my Clytzs, 
Was it not. when we pals'd the Granicus 
Thou didſt preſerve me from unequal force ? 
Fog It was when Sithridates and Rheſaces, 
*=#-.”.. Fell both upon me with two dreadful iroaks, | 
L- 4 DIS ove jo y temper'd Helmet quite in ſunder ; 
he>+ :Bwackber then thou didfſt me Service: 
| I think my Thunder Jplit him to the Navel. 
c-- "> Cly. To your great Self you owe that Viftory, 
/ And ſure your Arms did never gain a nobler. 
© Alex. By Heaven they never did, 'for well thou knoweſt, 
And Iam prouder to have paſs'd that Stream, 
Than that I daove a Million o're the Plain. 
 Cannone remember ? Yes | know all muſt, 
# When Glory, like the Dazling Eagle, ſtood - 
- .. Perch'd on my Beayer in the Granick Flood; 
When Hprtune's ſelf my Standard trembling bore, 
- on " take Pale Fates ſtood frighted on the Shore, 
henwkg Immortals on the Billows rode, 
Ad 1 my felfa pear'd the I eading God. 
"Me i But all the Honours which your Youth has wen 
Are 6/4 urleſs you fly from. Babylon : 


0 5 _EaliGvith your Chiefs, to oſs take your way, Bly 
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'Fly forgrour Life,. deftruttive is your tay,  - 
'This Morning having view'd Xx panty 
And mark'd the Prodigies that threatned high, 
"To our bright God:I' did for Succour fly:; - 
!But, Oh ok NTT OS 

Alex. What Fears thy Reverend Boſom ſhake ? -. 
*Or do'ſt thou from ſome Dream of Horrour wake ? 
Itſo, come graſp me with thy ſhaking Hand, 
:Or fall behind, while I the danger ſtand. 

Ariſt: To. Oraſmades Cave I did repair, . 
"Where I atton'd, "the dreadful God with Prayer: 
:But as I pray'd, I heard long Groans within, 

And ſhrieks, as of the Damn'd that howt for Sin': 
I knew the Omen; and I fear'd to ſtay, 

But proftrate'on the trembling Pavement lay : 
When he bodes Happineſs, he anfwers mild, 
*Twas fo of old, and the great Image fmiid ; 
But now mn abrupt Thunder he reply'd 
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| Loud as Rent Rocks, or roaring Seas he cry'd, gy 


All Empires Crown, Glory of Babylon, 

"Whoſe head ſtands wrapt im Clouds, muſt tumble down. | 
Alex. If Babylon muſt. fall, what w't to me ? - 

Or can I help immutable Decree ? *_ 

Down then vaſt Frame with all thy Lofty Towers, 

Since *tis ſo order'd by Almighty Powers; 

Preſs'd by the Fates, unlooſe your golden Bars, 

"Tis great to fall the Envy of the Stars. 


Enter Perdiccas, Meleaget. 


Mele. © Horrour!. 
Perd. Dire Paſtents ! 
- Alex. Out with 'em then, -- SE | 
What, are ye Ghoſts, ye empty ſhapes -of Men ? 
If to, the Myſteries of Rell — 6 
Ae all the Scrowls of Deſtiny unrowPd? 
'Open the brazen Leaves, and let it come ; 
Point with a Thunder-bolt your Monarch's Doom 
 Perd. Bs Meleager and my ſelf in Field, - 
Your Perſian Hows about the Army wheel'd: 
We heard a noiſe as of a ruſhing Wind, _ 
And a thick ſtorm the Eye of day- did blind-: 
A croaking Noiſe reſounded through the Air, 
We look'd and ſaw big Ravens battling there : - b 
Each Bird of Night appear'd himſelfa.Cloud, -w_ 


"They met and fought, and their Wounds rain'd black blood 


Mele. All, as for Honour, did their Lives expoſe, 
Their Talows cla, and Bela gave mighty blows 
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MEFS, = ALBrANDER Phe Treas: SLES 
wan dreadful founds did our fact'd ſenſe aſſhil, - 
- As of ſmall Thunder, or hinge Scythian Hail. - | 
; Perd. Our Augurs ſhook, when with a horrid groan, 
> We thought that all the Clouds had tumbPd down, 
:Souldiers, and Chiefs, who can the wouder tel) 
"'Strook to the ground, promiſcuouily fell ; 
While the dark Birds, each pond'rous as a : Shield, 
For fifty Furlongs hid the fatal Field. 
Alex.- Be witneſs for me, all ye Powers Diviie, - | 
If ye be angry, *fis no fault of mine ;- rn TE 
"Therefore let Furies face me with a Band 
* From Hell, my-Virtue ſhall not make a ſtand ; Wnt : 
Though all the Curtains of the-skie be drawn, _ : 
And the Stars wink, young Ammon ſhall £0 0n, 
While my Sratira fhires, 1 cannot ſtay, 
Love lifts his Torch to light me on my way, . 
Arid her bright Eyes create another Day. F 
Lyſ. E're you remove, be pleas'd, dread Sir, to hear 
A Prince ally'd to ko: by Blood. 
Alex. Speak qu 
Lyſ. -For all t at [ have done for you m War, 
I beg the. Princeſs Pariſatis. | - 
Alex. Hag—— 
Is not my word already paſt ! ? Hepheſtion, : 
1know he hates thee, but he ſhal] not have her ; - 
We heard of this before. Lyſunachus, 
I here command you nouriſh no Lan, | 
To prejudice my Perſon in the Man 
» 1love, and will prefer to all the World. 
=:þ 5a *y Df. 1 never faiPd to obey your Majeſty, 
> «28g you commanded what was in my power, 
Os. cou Hepheſtion fly more ſwift to ſerve, 
+ ,)-yWhen you. = 0.298 An us to ſtorm a Town, 
3 E Oxeſetch a Standard from the Enemy : 
- .._ » But when you charge me not to love the- Princels, 


J muſt confeſs, 1 ditobey you, as - 
'{ wou'd the Gods themſelves, ſhonld they command. 
Alex. You ſhou'd, brave Sir, hear me, and then be dundz 


When by my order,. curſt Calefthenes, 
Was as a Traitor doom'd to live 1m torments : 


= 2 Your pity ſped him indeſpite of me. 
7 7 We n6® ] have forgot your infolence 3 


gh I pardon'd it, yet. if again 
dſt to cxg/s tne with another Crime, 
dif "Th Its of fury gh be doubted on thee: 
7 "Fo -In the mearrtime think not of Paiiſatis : 5 : | 
Ic For Ir you do'ſt, by TO, ns Moe ON vp 
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18 he RIFAL QUEENS; & On, 
By my own Head, and by King Philip's Soul, bore 
Pte not reſpett that Blood of mine thou ſhar ft 
But uſe thee. as the vileſt Macedonian. = 
Lyſ. 1 doubted not at firſt but I ſhou'd meet 
Your indignation, yet my. Soul's reſ6lv'd, 
And I ſhall never quit fo brave a prize, 
While I can draw a Bow, or lift a Sword. 
Alex. Againſt my life, ha? was it 10? how now ? 
*Tis faid that I am raſh, of haſty humour ; 
But I appeal to the Immortal Gods, 
If ever petty poor Provincial Lord 
Had temper like ta mine? My Slave, whom l 
Cow'd-tread to Clay, dares utter bloody threats. 
' — Ch. Contain your felf, dread Sir, the nobte Prince, 
Tee it in his Countenance, would dye, 
To juſtifie histruth, but love makes many faults. ; 
Ly/. I meant*his Minion there ſhould feel. .my. Arm , 
Love asks his blood, nor ſhall he live to laugh 
At my deſtruttion. _ 
Alex. Now be thy own Judge, 
I pardon thee for my old Clytzs fake; 
But if once more thou mention thy raſh Love, 
Ordar'ſt attempt Hepheſtion's precious Lite, 
Vie pour ſuch ſtorms oFindignation on thee, 
Philotas rack Caliſth:yes difgrace, 
Shall be-delight to- what thou ſhalt endure. | 


Enter Syſigarabis, Pariſatis- 


Hepb. My Lord, the Queen comes to congratulate: 
Your fate arrival. 
Alex. O thau the beſt of Women, 
Source ofr my joy, bleſt Parent of-my, Loye. 
Syſ. Permit me kneel, and give thoſe adorations: 
- Which from the Perfian Famuly are due: 7 
Have you not rais'd us from our ruines high, - 
And when no hand:cou'd help, nor any Eye 
Behold us with a Tear, your's pitied me. 
You, like a God ſratch'd-us from ſorrow's Gulph;, 
Fixt us in Thrones above qur former ſtate. . 
_ - Par. Which, when a ſoul forgets, advancd:fo nebly,. 
May it be drown'd in deeper miſery. - 
Alex. To meet me thus, was generouſly, _ 
But 1}} there wants-to Crown m UEPPInes S, oo 
Life of my. Empire, Treaſure bh Soul ? 
| My dear Statira! O that Heavenly rv, wang 
| Watmth of my, Bray, and Fire. of my heart; 


ALEXANDER 'he t Greer: | 


Had ſhe but ſhot to ſee me, had ſhe met me, 
By this time I had been amongſithe Gods : 
If any Ecſtaſie can make a height, 
'Or any Rapture. hurle us to the Heavens. - 
Clyt. Now, who ſhall dare to tell him the Queen's Vow ? 
Alex. How fares my Love? hay either anſwer me * 
Ye raiſe my wonder, Darkneſs overwhelm me, 
If Royal Syſgambis does not weep. 
'Trembling and horrour, pierce me cold as Ice. 
-&_ Is ſhenot well ? what none, none anſwer me ? 
Or is it worſe ? Keep down ye riſing Sighs, 
. And murmur in the hollow of my Breaſt : 
Run to my Heart, and'gather more fad wind ; 
"That when the voice of | Fate ſhal] call you for th, 
Ye may, at one ruth, from the Seat of Life, 
Blow the Blco.l out, and burſt me like a Bladder. 
Heph, 1 wou'd relate it, but my Courage fails me, 
Alex. If ſhave dead —— That it's impoſſible ; : 
And let none here affirm it for his Soul : | 
- For he that dares but think ſo dad a Lye, 
>_ Ple have his baby {ſtraight empal'd before me ; 
And glut my Eyes upon his bleeding Entrails. 
Caſſ. How will this Engine of unruly. Pafſion 
R - Roar, when we have ram'd him to the mouth with Poyio, 
| '* Alex Why ſtand you all, as you were rooted here, 
Like the ſenſeleſs Trees, while to the ſtupid Grove 
I, like a wounded Lion, grom my eriefs, 
And none will anſi ver, -what not my Hepheſtion , 
»., It thou haſtany love fr Alexander, 


a. _ 


''s If 0 I oblig'd thee by my care, | 
quick Gght has watch'd thee in the War | wen 
-& if to *. Rhee bleed | ſent forth cryes, 
-+, .-oaAnd like a Mother, waſh'd thee with my Tears. , 
A Wis be true, if | deferve thy Love, 


| Eaſe me, and tell the cauſe of my diſaſter. 

Heph. Your mournng Queen which I had told before, 
Had you been caltm,) has no Diſeaſe but Sorrow, 4 
Which was occaſiorf'd firſt by jealous pangs : 

She heard, (for-what can ſcape a watchful Lover?) 
' That you at Suſa, «breaking all your Vows, 
"- Relaps'd, and, conquier'd by Roxana's. Charms, 
"7 Cgve yeur ſelf devoted-to her Arms. 
in know that ſubtile Creature in my Riot, 


My ReaBmFone,w&agucd me to her Bed; | 

mes 44 a I wak'd I IoolThee Circe .off, | ETA 
Though that Enchantrois held me by the Arm, 4-6 4. 
And we © and gaz'd with all the force of Love} | 
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2:©- Te RTVAL QUEENS; 0r, - 
"Nor griev'd 1 leſs for that which I had done *. -. "OC 
* "Than when at Thais ſuit, enrag'd with Wine, 
1 ſet the-farn'd Perſepolis on Fire,” . | 
Heph.. Your Queei Sratira took it 10 to-heart 3 
.That, -in the Agony of Love ſhe fwore: | 
Never to ſee your Majeſty again ; | | 
With dreadful Imprecatrons ſhe-confirm'd Ink 
Her Oath, and.I much fear that ſhe will keep it. | 
Alex. Ha! did ſhe ſivear ? dil that ſweet Creature Gyear?- + © 
Fle not believe it, no, ſhe is all ſoftneſs; - : ? 
All melcing, niildy and calm as a reck'd Iifant; | " 
Nor can you wake; her into cxyes; by Heaven, | | 
She is the Child of Love; arid ſhe was born 1a ſmiles.. 
Par. 1, and my weeping Mother, heard-her ſwear. 
Sy. And with ſuch tiercere(s ſhe did aggravate. _. 
"The foulneſs of your fault, that 1 cou'd'with | 
Your Majeſty wor'd blot her from your breaſt. * 3d 
Alex. Blot. her ? forget her ? hurle her from my boſom, © —_ _ 
For ever; loſe the Star that gilds my Life, =_ 
Guide of my Days, and Goddets of my Nights!- 
No, ſhe ſhall ſtay with me in ſpight of Vows, 
My 1oul, and body both are twiſted with her. 
* The God of Love empties his golden Quiver, | t 4 
- Shoots every Grain of her into my heart ;-” j EET: 
Sheas all mine, by. Heaven I feel her here, : : 
- Panting, and warm, the deareſt, O Statira ! | 
Sy/. Have patience, Son, and truft to Heaven and Mez- | 
' If my authority, or the remembrance: Va "Bi 
 Ofdead Darius, or her Mothers Soul | dd 
Can work:upon her, the agam 1s yours: - | Dos _ 
Alex. 0, Mother help me, help your wounded Son,, — *\ 
And move the Soul of my oftended Dear; 5" OO? | 
But fly, haſte, ere the {ad Proceftion's-made.. F TS DOTY 
Snend nat a thought in a Reply———Be gone; Gi $ 
If you wou'd bave me live——and Parifatis, | 
Hang thou about her Kuees, waſh*em with tears :- 
Nay haſte, the breath of Gods, and Eloquence: 
Of Angels zo along with you——O my heart! [ Exeunt Syſ. and. Par-. "a 
Lyſ. Now let your Majeſty, who feel the Torments, 
And ſharpeſt Pangs of Love, encourage me. . 


Alex, Ba ——— . DE vc. * SEEIET'S 
Clyt. Are you a Madman ? is thisa time? NR PR IRON 
1yſ. Yes, for 1 ſee he cannot be unjuſt to me, ; en 
Left ſomething worſe be-all himſelf.  - RERs. al Ie hea 
Ate». Why doſt thou tempt me thus, to-th -undoing 7”. E-vk 
Neath thou-ſhould'ſt have, were it not courtec {o-;.. pes 


But know:to thy confuſion, that my word,,  . ey =— 
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ALEXANDER the Great: 


Like deftiny, admits not-a reverſe ; 
Therefofe, in Chams thou ſhalt behold the Nuptials 
of my. Hepheftion-——Iuards take him Priſoner: 

Lyſ. 1 ſhall not eaſily reſign my Sword, 
*Till I have dy'd it in my Rivals þlood. 

. Alex. 1 charge you kill him not, take him alive; 
The dignity of Kings is now concern'd, 
And I will ind a way to tare this Beaſt. 

Clyt.' Kreel, for 1 {ee Lightning in his Eyes. 

Lyj. 1 neither hope nor ask a pardon of him; 
But if he ſhou'd reftore my Sword, I wou'd, 
With a new violence, run againſt.my Rival.- 

Alex. Sure we, at 1aſt, ſhall conquer this fierce Lion :: 
Hence ftom my fight, and bear him to a Dungeon : 
Perdiccas give this Lion to a Lion ;; 

Nor.e ſpeak for him, fly, ſtop his Mouth, away. 

Cly. The King's extreamly moy'd.. 
Eum. 1 Dare not ſpeak. 
Clyr. This comes of Love and Women, *tis all madneſs; 
| Yet were 1 heated now with.Wine, 1 thou'd 
Be preaching to the King for this raſh Fool. 
. Alex. Come hither Clytus, and dear Hephe ton ;, 
Lend me your Arms, help, for Pm ſick othiſudden. 

þ fear betwixt Statira's cruel Love, 
And fond Roxana's arts; your King will fall. 

Clyt. Better the Perſian Race were all undone. 

Heph.. Look up, my Lord, and bend not thus your Head,, 
As if you wou'd Leave the: Empire of the World; 
Which you with Toil have won. 

Alex. Wou'd | had not. 
_ ThereSno true joy in ſuch unweildy Fortune. 
"Eternal gazers-laſting troubles make. 
&1! find my.ſpots, but few my brightneſs take... 
Stand off, and give-me air, 
Why was born a Prince, proclaim'd a God 7 
Yet have no Liberty to look abroad ? 
Thus Palaces in proſpett bar. the Eye, 
Which pleas'd'and free, wou't o're the Cottage” fy; , 
O're. fow'ry Lands to the ga pi ay © diſtant Sky. 
FarewEl then Empire, an Racks of! Love;. 
' By all the Gods, [ will to Wildsremove, - 
Mitretch'd like a Syluar God on Grafs lye down, , 
And quate' forget t that e're-l wore a Crown. 
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Extey Eiriienes, Philip, . Theſſalus Per diceas. | 
Ly iimachus, Guards 


Eum. Jrkcenth 1, brave ppirit, when you come above, 
Commend us tO Philotas, and the reſt 
Of our great Friends. 
Theſſ. Perdiccas. you are grown 
In truſt, be thankful for yournoble Office. 
Pred, As noble as you ſentence me, I'd give 
'This arm that The 4 alus were ſoemploy'd. 
Lyſ. Ceaſe theſe untimely jars, farewel to all, 
Fight for the King as I have dove,. and then 
You may be worthy ofa, Death like Miue——Lead ON- 


y "Enter Parifatis. 


. Pax. Ah my Lyſimachus, whereare you going ? ' 
"Whither ? [to be devoured ? O barbarous Prince! 
Cou'd you expole your Life to the/Ring' S Rage, 
And yet remember mine was ty'd to yours ? 

Lyſ. The Gods preſerve youever from the ills 
That threaten me ; live Madam,. to enjoy | 

A nobler Fortune, 2nd forgot this Wretch : 
- Ine're had worth, nor is it poſſible 

That all the blood which L1hall loſe this day, 
Shou'd meric this rich forrow from your Eyes. 

Par. The King I kpow is bent to thy Deftruftion 3 S 
Now by command, they forc'd me from his Knees : 

But take this ſatisfattion 1n thy death, 

No Power, Command, my Mother's Siſter S tears, 
Shall cauſe me to ſarvive thy cruel Loſs. 

.Lyſ. Live, Princefs,” lave.z howe're the RY diſldains me, 
Perhaps unarm'd, and fighting for-your ſake, 
i may perform what ſhall amaze the World, 
And, force him yet to give you to my, Arms. h 

| Avay Perdiccas ; lear PONY take on X | 
'The Princeſs to COR? Charge. - | . LExetnts Perd. Lyſ Cunt i Bru —_ 


Eum.. O cruelty |! | - 
eo” © 


- 


OO 


Par. Lead me Eumenes lead me from the Light, LY 
Where I may wait till I his ruine hear, | 
Then free my Soul to meet himin the Ai %. 
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'4T EXANDER &Y Great: wn 27 
Phil: See where the jealous proud. Roxana comes | 


A haug F- Vengeance gathers u up her brow. , - o 
Theſſ. Peace, they have rais'd her to their Ends ; cdibrve; 


Enter Roxana, Caſfander, Pohygercone 


Rox: O you have ruin'd me, I hall be mad ; 
Said you {0 paſſionately, 1s't poſlible ? 
So kind to her, and fo unkind to me © 
Caf. More ther your utmoſt Fancy can invent ? 
- He ſwouned thrice at hearing of her Vouy, 
And when our care as oft had brought back Li7 e, 
He arewy his Sword,” and offer'd at his breaft. 
- Pidl. Thenraild qn you with ſuch unheard'of Curſes 27 
Rox. Away, be gone, and a Whirlwind FR | 
Or I will blow you up like Duſt ; avaunt ; 
| Mad .:efs but meanly repreſents my toyl. 
Roxana an#Statira,” they are Names 
That muſt for ever jear ; eterral Diſcord; 
Fury, Reverge, Diſdain, and Indignation | L 
Tear my ſwolPn Breaft,- make way for fire and Tempeſt. 
My brain is burſt, debate and reaſon quench'd, 
+ The ſtorm 15 up, and my hot bleeding heart 
Splits with the Rack,” while paſſions like the Winds - 
Riſe up to Heaven, and pat out all the Stars. 
What ſaving hand, O what Ay ks 
Can raiſe me ſinking ? ? 
_ Caf. Let your own arm ſave you, 
; *Ts in your power, your: Beauty 1s Almighty: 
RO Let all the Stars go out, your Eyes can light *em : 
 _ W:te then bright Planet that ſhou'd Rule the World, 
\ ..__., Wakelike the Moon, from your too long Eclipſe, 
AC =Aflvewith all the Inſtruments of War, 
Trumpets and Drums, will help your glorious-Labour.. 
Pol. Pat us to-a&, -and with a Violence, 
That hits the Spirit ofa moſt wrong'd Woman :. 
Let not Medea's dreadful vengeance ſtand Ons | 
A Pattern more, but draw your own ſo fierce; * _ wy 
It may fog ever be Original. | 
Caf., Touch not, but daſh with ſtrokes fo kavely bold; 
1 you have fornrd a face of ſo much horrour, 
hat gaping Furies may run frighted back; 
Fay devour her ſelf for Madnef, 
And fad Me «22H ead be turn'd to ſtone. 
Rox. Yes, we. will have Revenge, my Jnſtruments; 


or there is nothing you have {aid ot me, "In 
ut comes far ſhort, , wanging of has _ : 
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24 . The RIVAL j QUEENS; OI tots 
When in'my nonage 1 at Zogdza liv'd, KR 
Amongſt my ſte-companions | wou'd reign, . + © | 
Drew 'em from idleneſs, and little arts 
'Qf coining looks, and laying ſnares for Lovers; 

Broke all their Glaſſes, and their Tires tore: : 
Taught 'em, like Anm4zons, .to ride and chace © * 
Wild Beaſts j n Deſi: +5, and to Maſter men. by 
«Caf. Her looks, her words, ker ev'ry motion fires ms. ex 
— Rox. But when | heard of Alexander”; Conqueſts, | 
How with a handful he had Milhons ſlain, ; 
Spoil'd all the Eaſt, their Queens his Captives made, 
Yet with what C haſtity, and God-like temper 
He ſaw their Beauties, 'and with pity bow'd ; 
Methought I hung upon my Father's lips, 
And wiſh'd him tell the wondrous tale again : 
Leit all my ſports, the. Woman now return'd, 
And ſighs meal 'd wou'd from my boſom fly ; | 
And all the night, as my Adraſte told me, : | b 
In ſlumbers groan'd and murmur 'd, Alexandey. ave 
Caf. Curls on the name! but 1 will ſoon remove. , : 
That kgr ofmy. Ambition and my Love. | 
Rox. At laſt to Zotdin this Frumpher came, | þ'2" OG 
And cover'd o're with Laurels forc'd our City : 
At night I by my father's order ſtood, © 
With fifty Virgins,” waiting at a Banguel, 
But oh how glad was I_to hear his Court, 
"To feel the pretſure of his glowing hand, 
Ahd taſte the dear, and falle-proteſting lips. EET 
Caf. Wormwood and Heinlock henceforth grow about %erm. 
Rox. Gods! that a Man ſhould be ſo rout and bate ! ou 
What ſaid he not when in the Bridal Bed, . Bed. IEP 
Heclaſp'd my yielding Body in his Arms: © Bs E 
When with his fiery Lips devouring mine, | "EG 
And moulding with his hand my: throbbing Breaſt, Oy OR Ey \ 
He {wore the Globes of Heaven and Earth were vile | | 
"To thoſe rich Worlds; and talk'd, and kils'd, and lov'd, 
And made me ſhame the-Morning with-my bluthes. Ts | _” 
' Caf. Yet after this prove falle FT jo nl 
Pol. Horrid Perjury ! . 0 © | pn | 
Caf. Not to be match'd. : | 
. Pol. Oyou muſt find revenge. | | | | 7 
Cf... A Perſon of your Spirit be thus ſighted ! : 2 EI EM 
For whoſe defire all Earth ſhould be too little. - | ©" - 12 
Rox. And ſhall the Daughter of Darizz hold rc, 3.3 

—"That puny Girl, that Ape of my Ambition ?- . 45 

That cry*d tor Milk when 1 was nur$d in blood 6 | | | Re 
| "Shall the, made up of we Blemerits, - 5 I | | 
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2 = , ALEXANDER the Grear.' 
A Cloud, ſhall ſhe embrace my our God ? 
While | am caſt like Lightning from his hand 4 
No, I muſt ſcorn to prey on. common things; 

' Though hurrd to Earth by this diflaintul Fore, 
E I will rebound to my own Orb of Fire, 
And with the wrack of all the Heav'ns expire, 
Caſſ. Now you appear your ſelf; 
Tisnoble anger, CT Ong 
Rox. May the Illuftrious blood, that fills my womb, 
And Þ wr to be Perfe& God head born, | 
"Come torth a Fury, may Barſina's Baſtard 
_ Tread it to Hell, and rule as Soyeraign Lord, 
' Whenl permit Srarira to enjoy 
Roxana's right, and ſtrive not to deſtroy. 


Enter Syſigambis, Statiro, 1n mourning. 


Caff. Behold her going to fulfill her Vow ; 
-Old Syſzambis whom the King engag'd, 
Reſiſts anfl awes her with Authority. | 
Rox. *T'was raſhly vow'd indeed, and I ſhou'd pity her. 
- Sy. O my Statira, how has Pafſion-chang'd thee ! 
Think if thou drive the King to ſuch extreams, 
4 What in his fury may he not denounce 
. Againſt the poor remains of loſt Dgizs ? | 
Stat. I know, I know he will be kind to you, 
And to my mourmng Siſter for my ſake, 
And tell him, how with-my departing breath -. 
> 1 raildnot, but ſpoke kindly of his-perſon, 
*. Nay wept to think of our divided Loves, 
"7 FI {obbingnt a laſt forgiveneſs to him. 


\ Le ot linger out a life in torments, = 
\1" Be theſe her laſt words, and at once diſpatch her. 
| . Syſ. No, by the everlaſting fire I ſwear, 
By my Darius Soul, I never more | 
- Willdare to look on Alexander's face, 


$a If you reiuſe to ſee him. 
Rox. Curſe on that cunning tongue, I fear hernow 
Caſſ. No, the's reloly'd. - | 
Et me at your feet, * 


e em with my tears or, if you pleaſe, 


_# © life and waſh 'em with my blood, © | 
ut {t1 cor ounge tO rack my: Soul, :;. 
”* Nor hurry #6y wild thoughts to perfett madnels. 


- -Shou'd now Darius awiul Ghoſt.appear, 
AzzFtny pale Mother ſtand beſeeching by, 
Frvou'd perſiſt to death, and keep my Y-ow- 
| "%g 


Ih. AT .< 


Rox. Grant Heav'n, ſome eaſe to this diſtrated wretch ! 


"0s 


Rox 
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Rox.. She ſhews a certain bravery of Souls, © - Oe 
Which I-ſhou'd praiſe #1 any but my Rival.. ; ON 

Sy/. Dye then, rebellious wretch, thou art not now: 

That fot velov'd, nor doſt thou ſhare my blood, - | | 
' Go hide thy balereſs in thy lovely Grot, $ : : 
Ruine thy Mother, and thy Royal Houſe, 
Pernicious Creature ! ſhed the innocent 
Blood and Sacrifice to. the King's wrath 
The lives-of all thy people; fly, be gone, 
=. And hide thee where bright Virtue never ſhone : 
The day will ſhun thee, nay the Stery that view 
Miſchiefs-and Murders, deeds to thee not new, 
Will ſtart at this -——-Go, go, thy crimes deplores. 
- Andneverthink of Syſszambis more EE Ie 

Rox. Madam; I hope you will a Queen forgiye, 

Roxana weepsto ſee Statira grieve.: 
How noble is the brave reſolve you. make, DE: 
To quit the World. for Alexander's fake ? - 
Vaſt 1s your mind, you.dare thus greatly dye, 
And yield the to one fo mean asI :: + 
*Tis a revenge will make-Vittor ſmart, 
And much I ftar your death will break his heart.. 

Stat. You counterfeit a.fear, and know too welt- | 
How much.your Eyes-all Beauties elſe excel : : 
Roxana, who, though not a Princeſs,born, | 
In Chains cou'd make the mighty. Viftor mourn.. 

Forgetting pow'r when Wine had made him warm, , | 
And ſenſeleſs; yet even then you knew to charm : | "IJ 
Preſerve him by thoſe Arts that cannot fail; 
While I the loſs of what 1 lov'd bewail.. 


PExit.. 


Rox. 1 hope your Majeſty. will give. me leave I WE SE 
To wait you to the Grove, where you wau'd grieve.;: | -" 
Where like the Furtle, you the loſs will moan LIE Pas. 
Of that dear Mate, and murmur all alone, w_ —_ 


Stat. No, proud Triumpher o're my. falling ſtate, 
Thou ſhalt not ftay. to fill thee with my. Fate :. 
Go'to the Conqueſt-which your whiles may. boaſt, - © 
And tell the-wortd you left S-atira loſt. Ee A, wy. 
Go ſeize my faithlels Alexander's hand, ' 
Bath hand and heart were once-at my command: 
Graſp his lov'd neck, dye on his fragrant breaſt, 
Eove him like me, which cannot be expreſt, 

He muſt be happy, and you. more-than bleſt-. = 
' While I in darkne& hide me. from the day,, go. CE 
Thatwith my mind I may his form furvey, 


Apd think fo long, till I think lifeawiy..” 


% 1 
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ALEXANDER the rat. 
Rox. No, ſickly Virtue, no, Ez 

Thou ſhalt not think; nor thy Loves loſs bemoay, 

Nor ſhall paſt pleaſures through thy fancy run ; 

That were to make thee bleſt as I can be, 

But thy no thought I muſt, I will decree ; 

As thus Vle torture thee til! thou art mad, 

And then no thought to purpoſe can be had. 
Stat. How frail, how cowa:dly is Woman's mind ? {a 


We ſhriek at Thunder, dread the ruſtling wind, 


| And glitt'ring Swords the brighteſt eyes will blind. = - & 


Yet when ftrong Jealouſte enflames the Soul, 
The weak will roar, and Calms to Tempeſts rout. 
Rival take heed, 'and tempt me not tao .ar; 
My blood may boyl, and bluſhes ſhew a war, 
Rox. When you retire to your Romantick Cell, 
Tle make thy ſolitary Manfton Rell, 
Thou ſhalt not reſt by day, nor fleep by night : 
But ſtill Roxana ſhall.thy Spirit fright : 
Wanton in Dreams, if thou dar'ſt dream of blifs, 
Thy roving Ghoſt may think to ſtegl a kits ; | 
But when to his ſought Bed, thy wandring air, ? 
Shall for the happineſs it with'd repair, | 
How will it groanto find thy Rival there ? 
How ghaſtly wilt thou look, when thou ſhalt ſee, 
Through the draw Curtains, that Great man and me, 
Wearied-with laughing joys, ſhot to the Soul, | 
While thou ſhalt grinning ſtand, and gnaſh thy teeth, and how1. 
Stat.. O barb'rous rage ! my tears I cannot keep, 
But my full Eyes in ſpight of me will weep. : 
- Rox. The King and 1 in various Pictures drawn, 


: Ciging-cond other, ſhaded o're with Lawn, 
Sha 


be the daily Preſents 1 will ſend, 
thy ſorrow to her Journeys end. 
*And when we hear at laſt thy hour draws nigh, 
My Alexander, my dear Love and I, | 
Will come and haſten on thy ling'ring Fates, | 
And ſmile, and kifs thy Soul out, through the Grates. 
Stat. *Tis well, I thank thee ; thou haſt wak'd a rage, 
Whole boyling now no temper can aſfwage : 
I meet thy ties of Jealouſie with more, 
Dare t; Duel, and daſh thee o're aud o're. 


O ' What wou'd you dare? . . 


7 2&. Whatever you dare do, | 
y watrin? aghts the bloodieſt tratts purſue, 


| am by Love a Fury made, like you : 


Kill or be kilfd, thus afted by deſi: 
"Fx. Sure the difdain'd Satire does not dare ?* 


B, 2 
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i _ "7k RIVAL QUEEN'S; 0r, 
Seat. Yes, tow'ring proud Roxana, but 1 dare..- | 
Rox. I tow're in o're theez - AI 
Like a fair Wood, the ſhade of Kings I ſtand,  —- 
While thou ſick Weed does but infett the Land. 
_ Stat. No, like an Ivy I wil} cur! thee round, . : 


T 
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Thy fapleſs Trunk of all its pride confound, | 

Then dry and wither'd, bend thee to the Ground; 
What Syſizambs; threats, - objefted fears, : 

My Siſter s ng, and Alexander's tears 

Cou'd nod effe&, thy Rival rage has done ; _;> og 
My Soul, whoſe ſtart at breach of Oaths begun, © 
Shall to thy ruine violated-ran. © © Wn 

le ſee the Ring in ſpight of all I ſwore; 

Though curſt, that thou may'ſt never ſee. him more: 


Enter Perdiccas, Alexander, Syſigambis, Attendant:, &&c. 


Perd.. Madam, your Royal Mother, and the King, 
Alex. O my Statira }. Omy angry Dear! 
Turn thine Eyes on me, I wou'd talk to them : 
What ſhall 1 lay to work upon thy Soul ? 
Where ſhai}1 throw me ? wither ſhall I fall ?. 
Stat. For me you ſhall not fall... 
Alex. For the 1 will; 
Before thy feet Ile have a Grave dug up, 
And periſh quick, be buried Rtraight alive :- 
Give but, as the Earth grows heavy on me, 
A tender look, and a.releriting word 3 * 
Say bat *twas pity that ſo Great a man, 
Who had ten thouſand Deaths in Battels ſcap'd : - 
For one. poor fault ſo early ſhou'd-remove, 
And fall a Martyr to the God of Love. 
* Rox. 18 then Roxand's Love aid life ſo poor, 
That for another you can chule-to dye, 
Rather then live for her ? what have 1 done? - 
How-am I alter'd ſince at Suf.z laſt- . | 
\ You ſwore, and ſeal'd it with a thouſand kiſſes, - 
Rather then loſe Roxana's Imalleſt Chatm, | 
© -You wou'd forgo the Conqueſt of the.World ?, 
Alex. Madam, you beſt can tell what Magick drew.. 
Me to your Charms, bu#et it not be told . 
For your own fake z take, take that Conquer'd World, 
Diſpoſe of Crowns and Scepters asyou plaaſe,, 
Fet me but have the Freedom for an. hour, - * 92” 
To make account with this wrong'd Inmocence,. © © 
Sat. You know, my Lord, -you did commit a Faulf,- 
I ask but this, repeat your Crime. no more... 


I 


| .FLEXANDER the Great, © &g: * 
Alex. never, never. | | 
| Rox, AmlI rejetted then? 
Alex. Exhauſt my Treaſures, _ 
Take all the Spoils of the fair conquer*d Tndies ; 
But for the eaſe of my afflifted Soul, 
Go where I never may-behold thee more. 
Rox. Yes, I will go, ungrateful as thou art ! 
| Baneto my Life ! thou torment of my days ! 
Thou murderer of the world ! for as thy Sword 
- Hath cut the Lives of thouſand thouſand Men, 
So w1ll thy tongue undo all Woman-kind. 
But 111 begon ; this laſt diſdain hath cur'd me, 
And Tam now grown ſo indifferent | 
 Tcouldbehold you kiſs without a Pang, 
Nay, take-a Torch and light: you to your Bed : 
But. do not truſt me, no, for if you & 
By all the Furies and the Flames of Love, 
By Love, which is the hotteſt burning Hell, 
Fle ſet you both on fre to blaze for ever. [ Exit. 
Stat. O Alexander, 1s it poſſible ? Good Gods, 
| That Guilt can ſhew fo lovely ! yet I pardon, . 
Forgive thee all, by thy dear life I do. | 
- Alex. Ba; Pardon !: faidſt thou, Pardon me ?. 
Syf. Now all thy Mother's Bleflings fall upon thee, 
My beſt, my moſt belov'd, my own Statira. 
Alex. 1s it then true that thou haſt pardon'd me. ? 
And is it given me thus to touch thy hand, 
a And fold thy body ur my longmg arms! 
#3» ?'»> . To gaze tpon thy Eyes, my happier State ! 


2 
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=D , To taſte thy lip, and thy dear-balmy breath, 
_ » * **While,ew ſigh comes forth ſo fraught with ſweets, 
! _. *P's Incenſe to beoffer'd toa God:.. 


ED Stay: Yes, dear Impoſtor, *tis moſt true-that I 
:-— PR. ardon'd thee er tis as true that while. 

Iftand in view of thee, thy eyes will wound, 
Thy tongue wil! make me wanton asthy.wiſhes ; 
And while I feel thy hand my body glows: 

Ip Therefore be quick,. and take your laſt adieu, - 
'Theſe your laſt ſighs, and the 2 parting tears. . 

| Farewel, Mrewel, a long and lait farewel. | 

Algy#O my Hepheſtion, bear me; of | fink. ms 

Fat. Nay, you may take, Heavn how my heart throbs, . 


mm 


- : ay,. you may, if yet you think we worthy, . 
} Wes oy mbling Lips a parting kiſs. .' 


5 Alex. No, let me ſtarve firſt ;———why, Satira, why ? 
_ What is the meaying of allthis ——O Gods! _ | 

- © 1Ilrow the Cauſe, my working Brajn davines. - FE 
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Youll fay you pardon'd but with this reſerve, - 
Never to make me bleſt; as I-have been, Z 
To flumber by the fide of that falſe man, 
Nor give a Heav'1 of beauty to i Devil, 
Think you not thus? ſpeak, Madam.  - | 
Sy/. She 1s not worthy, Son, of fo much ſorrow ; ; 
Speak comfort to titm, ipeak, my ear Statiray 
I ask thee by thoie tears ; Ah canftthou e're 
Pretend to Love, yet with dry eyes behold him! 
Alt-x. Silence more dreadful than ſevereſt ſounds : 
Wou'd ſhe but ſpeak, though Death, eternal Exile 
Hung at her lips, yet whi'e her tougue Pronounces,: 
There muit be Muſick even in my undoing. 
Stat. Still my lov'd Lord, 1 caunot ſee you thus ; 
Nor can.l ever yield to ſhare your Bed, 
'O 1 hall find Koxara m your arms, ; 
And taſte her kiſſes left upon your Lips : 
- Her curs'd embraces have defil'd your body, 
Nor ſhall i find the wonted lweetnefs there, 
But artiſicial ſmells, and aking odours. --. 
Alex. Yes, obitinate, I will; Madam, you ſhall, 
You ſhall, in {pight of this reſitilels ethos, 
'Be ſerv'd but you muſt give me leave to think 
You never lov'd: O cou'd I fkee you thus! 
Hell has yot halfthe tortures that you raiſe. 
Clyt. Never did paſſions combat thus before. 
Alex. O 1 ſhall burſt, 
Voleſs you give me leave to raven while. 
Syſ. Yet e're'deſtruCtion fweep us both away, 
Relent, and break through all to pity him. 
Alex. Yes, 1 will ſhake this Capid from tay arms, 
| If all the rages of the Earth can faight him; 
Drown him m the deep bowl of Hercules ; 
| Make the World drunk, and*then like Aolus, 
When he, gave patſaze to the ſtruggling winds, 
Ile ftrike my Spear into the reeling Globe 
To let it bloud ; ſet Babylon in a blaze, 
And drive this God of flames with more conſuming fire, 
| Stat, My preſence will but force him to extreams ; qÞ 
Beſides; *tis death to me to ke his pains : 
va ſtand reſolv'd never to yield again. 
ermit'me to.remove. | 
Alex. I charge ye ſtay het ; 
For if ſhe paſs, by all the'Hell I feel, County 
Your Souls, your naked Ghoſts thall-wait upon her. - 
O turn thee ! Turn ! thou barb? rons belghracks twa ! 
Hear my laſt words, and ſee my utmoſt pang :. - 


| 
| - 
| 
| 
| 
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ALEXANDER the Great: JS 
But firſt kneel with me, all my Souldiers knee], [AN kneel:. 
Yet lower ———proſtrate to the Farth : A Mother, what 
Will you kneel too ? Then let the Sun ſtand ill 
To ſee himſeif out-worſhip'd ; not a a face 
Be ſhewn that is not waſl' all ore in tears, 

But weep as if you here beheld me lam, 
SYſ. Haſft thou a heart ? or art thou Savage turn'd ? 
But if this poſture cannot moye your Mercy, 
I never will ſpeak more.. 
Alex. O my Statra /- 
- I fear, my Queen, Tle not out-live thy hate; 
My Soul is &ill as death :!———But one thing more; 
Pardon my laſt Extremities,- the tranſports : 
Ofa deep wounded Breaſt, and all is well. 
Stat. Riſe, and may Heaven forgive you all, like me. 
Alex. You are too gracious j—nn—Clyts, bear me hence;, 
When I am laid in Earth, yield her the World. £ 
There's ſomething here heaves, and 1s cold as Ice, 
"That ſtops my breath ; Farewel, O Gods! for ever:. 
Sea Hold off, aud let me. run into his arms, 
My deareſt, my all Love, my Lord, my King ; 
You ſhal] not dye, if that the ſoul and body 
Of thy Statira can reſtore thy Life.: 
Give me thy wonted Kindneſs, bend me, break me- 
With thy Embraces. | | 
Alex. 0 the killing Joy ! 
O extaſie ! my heart will burſt my-breaft,. 
To leap'into thy boſom ;; but b by —_ 
7 This might ] will revenge me of thy Beauties, 
_ . , « Fer thedear Rack I have this day endur'd : 
;  * Por alifliffighsand tears that I have ſpent; 
Fle haye fo many thouſand burum 4 4 
I thy Li <4 1o fill me with thy fweetreſs, 
"Thou ſhalt not __ nor cloſe thy wandring Eyes : 
The ſmiling hours ſhall all be lov'd away, 
We'll ſurfeir all thethe Night, and "__ all the day.. 
TI Sat. Nor ſhall Roxana—— | 
| Alex. I et her not be nam'd.——— 
ow ſhall 1 requite your goodneſs Þ 
Fellow Warriours, that cou'd weep: 
2" "King : 2ut 1 mvite you all, 
> Pn als 1 mn the 'Throne as m the Grave, 
Þ c p27 10n to the Riot come, 
: / To the King's — 
Clyt. 1 beg your Ma jetty 
Whguld leave me out,. _ | _ 
Alex. Nane, none ſhall be excus'd: 
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TR The RIVAL QUBENS; oo 
| All Revel out the day, *tis.my Command; | > 
Gay as the Perſian God our ſelf will ſtand, | —_—_ 3 
With a Crown'd Goblet m our lifted hand. - "W-- 
Young Ammon and Statira ſhall go round, . : 
While antick Meaſures beat the burden'd band, 
And to the vaulted Skies our CEE ſound. - 
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Enter Clytus in his Macedonian Habit; Hepheſtion, 
Eumenes, Es Oc mm Perſian Robes, 


— 


Clyt. Way, I will not wear theſe Perſn an Robes 
Nor ought the King be angry ior the reverence | 
I owe my Couiitry, facred are her Coſtorns, . | 
Which honeſt Cly:zs 1hall preſerye to death. 
'O let me rot in Macedonian rags, + 
Rather than ſhine 1n Faſhions of the Eaft, 
Then for the Adocations he requires," 
Roſt my old Body in eternal flames, 
Or let'him Cage me, like Caliſtbenes. 
Eum. Dear Clytus be perlwaded.,- _. - 
Heph. You know the King” | A 
- Is God like, full of all the richeſt Virtues 
That ever Royal heart. po-Tels'd ; yet you 
Perverſe, bu to one humour will oppolehim. : 
Clyt. Call you it humour ! *tis a pregoant one, , 
_ By Mars there's venom in it, burnuig Pride 
And though my life thou'd tollow, rather than 
Bear fach a hot ambition in my bowels, | 
I'd rip em up to give the poyton vent. fo 
Mele. Was not that Jupiter whom we adore 
A Man, but for his more than humane aQts; 
Advanc'd'to Heav'n, and w orthip'd for its {aid Ys 
Heph. By all his Thunder and his tr a Powet,,” 
Vie not believe the Earth yet ever felt: ; 
An Arm like Alexander's 5 not that God : | 
 Youram'd, tough riding in a Car of Fire,” *, a PE ata. 
And drawn by flying Horſes wing'd with ning 7 Io 
'Cou'd in a ſpace more ſhort do greater deed” pers 
Drive all the Nations, and lay waſte-the WS2ral 7 | i 5 7 
_Clyt. There's not a Man of War. among youall's 
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ALEF ND ER the Great, 


That loves the King like'me ; yet Ple not flatter, 


Nor ſooth his Vanity, tis blamable, 

And when the Wine works, Clytus, thoughts will out, 
Heph. Then go not to the Banquet. 
Clyt. 1 was calld, 


My Minion, was i not; as well as you ? 


le go, my Friends, in this old Habit thus, 
And laugh, and drink the King's Health heartily ; 
And while you bluſhing bow your Heads to Eacth, 
And hide 'em in the duſt, Ple ftand upright, 


Strait as a Spear, the Pillar of my Country, 


And be by ſd much nearer to the Gods. _—_ 
But ſee, the King and ail the Court appear. 


Enter Alexander, Syhgambis, Statira, Parilatis, cc. - 


"Par. Spare him, O ſpare Lyſmmachus his Life; 
1 know you will, Kings ſhou'd delight in Mercy. 
Alex. Shield me, Statira, ſhield me from her ſorrox. 
Pax. 'O Save him, ſave him, ee it be too late ; 
Speak the kind word, betore the gaping Lyon 
Swallow him up; let not your Souldier Periſh, 
But for one raſhneſs which deſpair did cauſe. 


-Fle follow thus for-ever on wy knees. 


And make your way fo {lippery with tears, 
You ſhall not paſs..<Siſter, do you conjure him. 
Alex. O Mother, take her from me, 
Her watry eyes aſſault my very Soul, 
They ſhake my beſt relojve.— 
Stat. Did I not break 
Throvgh ap for you ? nay, now my Lord you muſt. 
" H/: Nor wou'd I make my Son ſo bold a Prayer, 
ot firſt conſulted for his Honour. 
. Honour! what Honour ! has not Statira faid it? 
Were I the K3 ing of the blue Firmament, - 
And the bold Titans ſhou'd again make War, 
Though my reſtſtleſs Arrows were made ready, , 
By all the Gods ſhe ſhou'd arreſt my hand. 
Fly then, ev'n thou his Rival belov'd, 
Fly with od Clytus, lnatch him from the Jaws 
| ring Beaſt, bring him adorn'd 
g ra anquet, fit for loads of Honour, 


'd Lord ! let me embrace your knees, 


/ I am not worthy of This mighty pailion : 


Y ou are too good for Goddetles thenrſe]ves : 
2 Woman, nor the Sex, is worthy a Grain 
| F 


{-Kneels. 


LExewunt Heph, Eum,. Par, 
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- Oftthis illuſtrious Life of my dear Mafter, - + | 
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- Her face look't pale too, as the turn'd away :- 
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34, 
Why are you ſo divine to cauſe ſach' fondneſs ? | ITS 
That my heart leaps, and beats, and-fain-wou'd out;- + b 
To make a-dance of Joy about your Feet. * | 
Alex. Excellent Woman ! no, *tis impoſſible 
To ſay how much I love thee ;———Ha ? again ! - 
Such Extaſies life cannot carry: long; 
The day comes on ſa. faſt, -and beamy Joy | 
Darts with ſuch fierceneſs'on me, Night will foHow. 
A pale Crown'd head flow lately glaring by me, 
With two dead hands, which threw a Chryſtal Globe. 
From high, that ſhatter'd in a thouſand pieces. . 
But I will loſe theſe boding Dreams m. Wine ; 
Then warm and bluſhing tor my Queen's Embraces, 
Bear me with all my heat to thy lowd boſom. 
Stat. Go, my beſt love, and chear your drooping Spirits ;- 
Laugh with your Friends,: and talk your Grief away, | 
While in the Bower of-great-Semiramis; 
[ dreſs your Bed-with all the ſweets of Nature; 
And crown it as the Altar of my: Love ; 
Where I will lay me down and ſoftly mourn, 
But never cloſe my Eyes till your return. 
Alex, Is ſhe not more than mortal man can wiſh ! 
Diand's Soul caſt in the fleſh of Venus ! 
By Jove 'tis ominous, our parting 1s 3 


EX: Stat. Syſfi.. 


And when 1 wrung her by the Roſie Fingers, 
Methought the ſtrings of my great heart did crack... 
What ſhould it mean ? Forward, - Lavymedon. 


Roxana meets him, with Call. Polip. Phil.: and Tk; » 


Why Madam gaze you thus ?- Þ4% 36:65 
Rox. For &1aſft look; - [She holds bis ban = 
And that the memory of Roxana's wrongs «1, $4 
May be-for ever printed in your mind. . 
Alex. O Madam, you muft let me pas.:: 


Rox. I will. PT. OR Foes = in 53 5 att; 
But | have fworn that you ſhall hear me ſpeak; My L 8:r0g93 ef | 
And mark me well, for Fate is: in my breath'z2. - SOM cat 
Love on the Miftrels you adoreto death: . o +1 Ns, , 
Still hope, but I fruition will deſtroy .: © | | 1! os | 


Languith: for pleaſures, you ſhall ne*re enjoy. . *, /+ 2 
Still my Statira's Image.draw.your ſight,' . 4c. | LIES - 
Like thoſe deluding Fiers that walk at night: © 
Lead you through fragrant Grots and flowrie Groves," :. 

And chart you through deep Grals with ſleeping Loves 


, AF EX A NDÞD-ER-the Great, ' "oF 
That when your fancy to its height does riſe, | 
The light you lov'd may vaniſh trom your eyes, 

Darknefs,Deſpair,and Death your wandring Sou! ſurprize, 
Alex. Away ; lead, Aeleager, to the Banquet. 2 Excumſus 
Rox. So unconcern'd ! OI cou'd tear my fletli, 

'Or him, or you, nay all the world to Pieces. 

Caf. Still keep this Spirit up, prelerve it ſtill, 
Loſe not a grain, for ſuck Majeſtick Atomes 

Firſt made the world, and muſt preſerve its greatneſs. 

Rox. 1 Know I am whatever thou cauſt ſay ; 

My Soul is pent, and has notelbow foom ; 

"Tis fwelld with this laſt ſlight, beyond all bounds ; 

O that it had a ſpace might an{wer to. 

Its infinite deſire, where I nigt ſtand 

And hurle the Spheors about like ſpottive Balls. 

Caſ. Weare your Slaves, admirers ot your fury ; 
"Command Caſſ#xder to obey your pleaſure, ; 
And | will on, fwitt as my nimble Eye 
Scales Heavu when I am-angry with the Fates, 

No Age, nor Sex, nor dignity o: blood 

No tyes of Law nor Nature, not the life 
Imperial, though Guarded with the Gods, 
-Shall bar Caſſander's vengeance, ſhe ſhall dye. 

. Rox. Ha ! thallhe dye ?. thall I conſent to kill him ? 
To ſee him ciaſp'd in the cold arms of death, 

Whom I with ſuch an eagerneſs have loy'd ? 

Dol not bear his Image m my womb ? 
Which while I meditate, and roul revenge, 


2 Starts in my body like a fatal pulſe, 
Id And ſtrikes compaition through my bleeding bowels. 


, »Pol. PLS Fruples whickh-your love'wou'd raiſe might paſs, 
j- * Werenotthe Empire of the world confider'd-: p 
ot How gill the glorious Infant 11 your womb, 
N time {hall teach his tongue, be bound to curle you, 
If now you ſtrike.not tor Corouation ! 
Caf. If Alexander lives, -you cannot. reign, 
| Nor ſhall your Child ; old Sy/tambzs head 
| Willnot be idle : fuce ceſtruftion wails my 
Both you and yours ; let not your anger coo), | 
Bat give thggword ; ſay, Alexander bleeds, 
Draw drzMhe veu:s of all the Perſtan Race, 
And Mrle a ruire ore the Eaſt, *tis done. 
£ /. Behold the Inftruments of this great work. 


| IN Conr forward Slave. 
Thief. Vie execs; . G 


Rox. And when this rume 18 accompliſh'd, where 
S:1all curſt Roxana fly with this, dear load ? EI 
F 2 Where 


—— — —___c__ __-_—_—_T 
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>6 The RIVAL QUEENS; Or, 

Where ſhall ſhe find a refuge from the arms *'  _ - > 

Of all the Succeſlors of this great man ? 

No barb'rous Nation will receive a guilt 

So much tranſcendant theirs, but drive me out : 

The wildeſt Beaſts will hunt me from their Den 

And Birds of Prey moleſt me in the Grave. 
Caf. No, you ſhall live, pardon the inſolence 

Which this Almighty Love enforces from n.e, 

You ſhall live ſafer, nobler than before, 

In your Caſſand7's arms. + 
Rox. Dilgrac'd Roxana, whither wilt thou: fall ! 

I ne're was truly wretched till this moment ; 

There's not-one mark of former Majeſty, 

To awe my Slave that offers at my Honour. 

Caf. Madam 1 hope you'l not impute my paſſion: 
To want of that reſpett which I muſt bear you ; 
Long have-I Low'd | 

Rox. Peace moſt audacious Villain ! 

Or I will ſtab this paſſion 1a thy throat. 

What ſhall I leave the boſom of a Deity 

To claſp a clod, a: moving piece of Earth, 

Which a Mole heaves ? 1o far art thou beneath me.. 
Caf. Your Majeſty ſhall hear no more my folly. 
Rox. Nor dare to meet my Eyes ; for if thou doſt,, 

With a Love-glance, thy plots are all unravelFd,. f 

And your kind thoughts of Alexander told, 

Whole life, in ſpight of all his wrongs to me,. 

Shall be for ever ſacred and untouch'd.. 

Caf. T know, dread Madam, that. Caſſandr's life: 

Is in your hands, 1ſo caſt to do you ſervice. . 
Rox. You thought, perhaps, becauſe I Practis'd Gharmy: _. 


53 


| To gain the King, that I had looſe defires:: 


No, *tis my pride that gives me height of pleaſure, 
To ſee the Man by all the world admir'd, | 
Bow'd to my boſome, and my Captive there : 
Then my veins ſwell, and my arms graſp the poles, 
My breaſts grow bigger with the vaſt delight; 
T1s length of Rapture, and an age of Fury.  - 
Caf. By your own life, the greateſt oath 1 ſwear,, 
Caſſmady's paſſion from this time 15 dumb. Is 


Rdx. No, if I were a Wanton I wou'd make- ww 


Princes the Vittims of my raging fires: - 
I; like the changing Moon, wou'd have the Stars 
My followers, and mantled Kings by mght © 
Shou'd wait my call ; fine Slaves to quench my flarfie, | 
Who leaſt in Dreams they ſhould reveal the. deed ; 

Stall as they came, ſaccefively fhow'd bleed. 


\ 
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Shojd e£/culapius drmk it, in five hours 


"ALEXANDER the Great. 
Caf. To make attonement for the higheſt crime 
Ib eg yous-Majeſty will take the life 
Of Queen Statira as a Sacrifice. 
Rox. Rile, thou haſt made me ample expiation : 
Yes, yes, Statira, Rival thou muſt dye ; 
I know this night is deſturd' for my rume, 
And Alexander from the glorious Revyels 
Flys to thy arms. 
Phil. The:Bowers of Semiramis are made 


The Scene this Night of their new kindled Loves. 


Rox. Methinks 1 ſee her yonder, O the torment? 
Buſie for bliſs, and full of expettation : 
She adorns her head, andher Eyes give new luſtre ;; 


 FLanguiſhes in her Glaſs, tries all her looks; 


Steps to the Door, and liſtens for his coming 
Runs to the Bed, and kneels and weeds and wiſhes, 
Then lays the Pillow eaſie for his head, 

Warms it. with ſighs, and moulds it with her kiſſes... 


. O Iamloft, torn with Imagination! 


Kill me Caſſander, kill me inſtantly, 
That I may haunt her with a thouſand Devils. 
Caſ. Why d'ye ſtop to end her while you may 
No time ſo proper as the preſent now : 
While Alexander feaſts with all his Court, 
Give me your Eunuchs, half your Zogdian Slaves, 
Fle do the deed, nor ſhall a Waiter *ſcape, 
That ſerves your Rival, to relate the News. 
Pol. She was commutted to Eumenes charge, 
Rox. Eumenes dyes, anh all that are about her : 
Nor ſhall I need your aid, you'l love again ;. 
Fle: head the Slaves my elf, with this drawn Dagger-- 
T&carry death that's worthy of a Queen. 
A common Fate ne're ruthes from my hand, 
:Exifc then Life to dye by my command. . 


7 And when ſhe ſees. 


That to my arm her ruine ſhe muſt owe, . 

Her thankful head will ſtrait bebended low, 

Her heart ſhall leap halfway to meet the blow. 
Caſ. Go thy ways, Semele ;——ihe ſcornsto fin 

Beneath a G =——we muſt be ſwitt, the rune 

We inteygFwho knows, ſhe may diſcover 


_ muſt be aCteci ſnddenly, to Night, 


at the Banquet P1ilip holds his Cup.. 

Feed. 2 res to execute, propoſe his Fate. 
Caf. Obſerve 9; ſnall Viol certain Death ; 

It holds a Poyſon of tuch deadly force, 


© [ Ex. Rox: 


FD *-..,; ſ 


3} The RIVAL QUEENS} 9, | 
(For then it works) the God himſelf were mortal. P04 
1drew it from Nonarris horrid Spring, _ - 

A drop infus'd in Wine, will ſeal his death, 3 
And ſend him howling to the loweſt ſhades. 

Phil. Wow'd it were done. 

Caſ. O we ſhall have him tear . 

(E're yet the Moon has halfher Journey rode) 
The World to Atomes ; for it ſcatters pains . 
All forts, and through all Nerves, Vems, Arteries, 
Even with extremity ef Froſt it burns : 
Drives the diſtra&ted Soul about her houſe.. . 
Which runs to all the Pores, the doors of Life, 
"Till ſhe is forc d for air to leave her Dwelling. 

Pol. By Pluto's ſelf the work is wondrous brave. 

Caſ. Now ſeparate, Philip and Theſſalus 
Haſte to the Banquet ; at his ſecond call, 
Give him the fatal draught that crowns the Night, 
While Polizcrcon and my ſelf retire. 


z 
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CExeunt omnes preter Caſſander.] 
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Yes Alexander, now thou pay'ſt me'well, 

Blood for a blow is Intereſt mdeed : | 
Methinks I am grown taller with the Murder, 
And ſtanding ftrait on this Majeftick Pile, - 

; T hit the Clouds, and ſee the World below me. 

Otis the worſt of racks to a brave'Spirit 

To be born baſe, a Vaſſel, a curſt Slave, 

Now by the projet lab'rig. in my-brain, 

"Tis nobler & to be the King of Hell; 

To head Infernal Legions, Chief below, 
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To let *em looſe for Earth, to call *em in, RI 

Ard take account of what dark Deeds ar e done, 6 

Then be a Subjetft-God in heaven unbleſt, Shan” 
And without Miſcief have eternal Reſt. | [ Exit. 


Toe Sceze draws,” Alexander is fe: *n tanding on the T hroat, 
with all bis Commanders about him, bolding © 


Goblets in their Hands. 


Alex. To our Immortal Health, and our ſa ur Queen's : ; DA 
All drink it deep, and while it flyes 50g " 
Atars and B:llrna 'oyn to,make us-Muſick.,:. 

A hundred Full: be-offer'd to the Sun, 


White as his Beams————Speak the big voice of VEz7 
Leat all our- Drums, and blow our Silver Trampers, | 


FX 4 


ALEXANDER the Gieat: 26 
?Till we provoke the Gods to att our-pleafure + 
In bowls of Near and replying Thunder. [Sound while they drink. - 


Enter Hepheſtion,, Clytus, leading in: Lyſtmachus in-his 
Shirt bloody, Perdiccas, Guard. 


C!yt.. Long'/live the King, and Conqueſt crown his arms 
With Laure's ever green ; Fortune's his Slave, 
And kiſſes all that fight upon has fide. 
Alex. Did not I give. command you-ſhou'd preſerve. 
Lyſimachus ? | 
MHeph. You did. _ CET 
Alex. What then Portend thoſe bloody marks? 
Heph. Your mercy flew too late ; Perdiccas had, 
According to the dreadiul Charge you.gave,. 
Already plac'd the Price 1n a lone-Court, 
Unarm'd, all but his hands, on which he wore: 
A pare of Gauntlets ; ſuch was his deſire, 
To thew in death the difference betwixt 
The blood of the eAMacides, . and common men. - 
Cly:. At laſt the Door of an old Lyon's Den. 
Being drawn up, the horrid Beaſt appear'd : 
The flames which from his Eyes ſhot gloomy red, . 
Made the. Sun ſtart, as the Spettators thought, 
And round *em caſt a day of blood and death. 
Heph.. When we.arriv'd, juſt as the valiant Prince : 
.Cry'd out, © Pariſatis, take my. Lite, * 


4» 'Tis for thy ſake Igo undaunted thus: 
» ? To be devoured by this moſt dreadful Creature. 
=D + Clyt. Then walking, forward, the large Reaſt deſcry'd - 
,© His prey. ,2zgwith a roar that made us pale, 


; _ Fle fiercely on him; but the attive.Prince.. 
Starting;gſide, avoided his firſt ſhock, 
N 1-050 1:1ght hurt, and as the Lyon turn'd, 
Thruſt Gauntlet, Arm and all, into his throat, 
And with Herculian force tore forth by throots 
The foaming bloody tongue ; and while the Savage, 
Faint with that loſs, ſunck to the bluſhing Earth 
To plough it with his teeth, your conqu'ring Souldier 


Leap'd on hisack, and daih'd his skul to pieces. 
Alex. pA my Laurels *twas a God-like.att, _ 
ny Glory, as it ſhall be thine, 
p. lexander cou'd not pardon thee. 
\ G ny* gs thank not all the Prayers 
EE ( - Ofthe lamenting Queens cou'd move my Soul = 
* Eike what thou haſt perform'd : grow to my breaſt. [Embraces him: 
\, +2, However Love did hurry my wild arm, . . 


Whey 
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"When I was &@aol my fey'riſh blood did bate; . 
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And as 1 went to death I bleſt the King. 
Alex.” Lyſimachus, we doth have been tranſported, 


; But from this hour be certain of my heart: 


A Lyon be the Impreſs of thy Shield, 
And that golden Armour we from Porcus won 
'The King pretents thee ; but retire to Bed, 


Thy tolls ask reſt. 


Lyſ. I have.no wounds to hinder 

Of any moment ; orif I had, though mortal, 

Fd ſtand to Alexander's health, *till all 

My Veins were dry, and fill*em up again , 

With that Rich Blood which makes the Gods Immortal. 
Alex. Hepheſtion, thy hand embrace him cloſe ; 
"Though next my heart you hang the Jewel there, 

For ſcarce 1 know whether my Queen be nearer, 

Thou ſhalt not rob me of my Glory, Youth, 

That muſt to Ages flouriſh. .Pariſatis 

Shall now be his that ſerves me beſt in War. 

Neither reply, but mark the Charge 1 give, 

And live as Friends ——-Sound, Sound my Armies Honour ; 
Health to their Bodies, -and Eternal Fame 

Wait on their Memory, when thoſe are aſhes; 

Live all you muſt, *tis a God gives you Life. [_Sound. 


LLyſimachus offers Clytus a Perſian Robe, and he refuſes it. 


Clyt. O Vanity ! 
Alex. Ha! what ſays Clyrus ? 
Who am I ?. 0 
Clyt. The Son of Good King Philip. EG 
Alex. No, *tis falſe, - 
By all my Kindred in the Skies | Bs 
Jove made my Mother pregnant. = 
Clyt. Tha' dane. 


Here fallows an Entertainment-of Indian Singers gnd 
Dancers : The Muſick flouriſhes. 


Alex. Hold, hold, Clyrus, take the Robe. v. 
Clyt. Sir, the Wine, % 
- The Weather's hot ; beſides you know my humodr. P 
Alex. O tis not well, I'd burn rather than be = 
So ſmgular and froward. AER. Oe 
Clyr. So wou'd T, 12 | _— TENT: IS 
Burn, hang, or drown; but in a better Cauſe, | 
Te drink or fight for Sacred Majeſty «+ 


% 


5 Da, % muſt have room :—_ —.Now let us talk 


© 


, "_ 


5X 


"ALExAN ER the Great, - 


"With any here——Fil me Ne Bowl; 
"Will you excuſq me ? 


Alex. You will be excugd'; 
Burt let him have his humour, he 1s old. 
Clyt. So was your: Father, Sir, 
Sound all the Trumpets there. 
Alex. They ſhall not ſound 
Till the King drinks; by Mars I cannot take 
A moments reſt tor all my years of Blood, 
But one or other will oppoſe my: pleafure. 


This to his memory, 


-Sure 1 was fornr'd for War, eternal War ; 


All, all are Alexander's Enemies; 
Which [ cou'd tame >—D_yes, the Rebellious world 


Shou'd feel my wrath : But let the ſports go on. 


The Indians Daxce. 


Lyſ. Nay Clytas, you that cou'd adviſe 
- Al:x. Forbear; 
Let him perſiſt, be poſitive, and proud, 
Sullen and dazPd, amongſt the nobler Souls, 
Like an Infernal Spirit that had ſtole 
From Hell, and mingled with the laughing Gods. 

Clyt. When Gods grow hot, where's the difference 
"Twixt them and Devils ? 11] me Greek Wine, yet fuller, 


For I want'Spirits. 
Alex. Ha! let me hear a Song. . | 
Clyr. Muſick for Boys : Clytus wou'd hear the groans 


Of dying perſons, and the Horſes neighings 


'Or if I _ be tortur'd with ſhrill voices, 
es of Matrons in ſack'd 'Yowns. 


Give me 
HTeph. Ly Stu the King look fad, let ns awake him: 
HB ealt the Son of Tupiter Ammon 3, 


man take his Goble® m his hand, 
Knol all, and kiſs the Earth with adoration. 
Alex. Sound, ſound, that all the Univerſe may hear, 


That I cow'd ſpeak like Fove, to tell abroad 


The kindneſs cf my People Riſe, O riſe, 


My hands, my arms, my heart is ever yours. 


- [Comes from his Throne, all kifs his hand. 
I did not kiſs the Earth, nor muſt your hand, 


wu 


Jim unw 
Alex. 1 know <MAart, 


'Thou envieſt my great Honour': Sit, my Friends, 


War, for what more fits a Souldier” y Mouth? 


And 
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And ſpeak, beak FE, of ye:donot love me, © | | 
Who think you was the braveſt General | | h 
That ever-led an Army ta the Field ? 
Heph. 1 think the Sun himſelf re're ſaw-a Chief” 
So truly great, ſo fortunately brave, 
As Alexander ; not the fam'd Alcides, 
Nor fierce Achilles, .who did twice defiroy, 
With their all-conquering-Arms, the tamous Troy. 
Lyf. Such was not Cyrz. wh” F 
Alex. O you flatter me. | 
Clyt. They do indeed, and yet you love 'em for it, 
' But hate old Clyrzs, for his hardy Virtue, 
Come, ſhall 1 ſpeak a man more brave than you, 
A better General, and more expert Souldier ? 
| pm] 1 ſhould be glad to learn, inftrutt me, Sif.. © k 
t. Your Father Philip, —— have ſeen him March, , 
al ths ght beneath his dreadful Barr: er, where - 
The Noutef! at the "Table would ha trembPd. : 
Nay frown not, Sir, you cannot look me dead, | 
When Greeks joyn'd Greeks; then was the ug of War,, | 
"The labour'd Battel ſweat, and Conqueſt ble 
- Why ſhould I fear to (peak a truth more ls. 
Then e're your Father Jupiter Ammon told you,; _ 
Philip fought Men, but Alexander Women. A 
Alex. Spite | by. the Gods, proud ſpite !. and burnibg envy:!7 
Is then my Glory come to this at laſt, £0 
To vanquiſh Women ? Nay he ſaid the ſtouteſt here: b 
Wou'd tremble at the. dangers he has ſeen. a 
ſn all the ſickneſſes and wounds I bore, * | _ p. 
When from my reins the Javelins head was cut, al 
Lyſimachus, Hepheſtion, ſpeak, Prediccas, | PO : 
Did I tremble ? O the curſed Lyar ! pag -. 
Did I once ſhake or groan?” or bear my ſelf Ga. F 
Beneath my Majeſty, my dauntleſs courage ? wee ION | 
Heph. Wine has tranſported him. 
© Alex. No, *'tis pla meer malice.:: 
I was a Woman too at Oxydrace, | 
When planting at the walls a Scaling-Ladder, - 
I mounted ſpite of ſhowers of Stones, Bars, Arrows, 
And all the lumber which they thunder'd down, 
Whei you beneath cry'd out, and ſpred your arms, 
That 1 thou'd leap amongſt you, did 1 fo ? 
_ Lyf.- Turnthe diſcourſe, my Lord, the old mn ray'd- os 
Alex. \Vas1 wornan, when like: Mercury rnd nn, = 
Tlett the walls to fly.amongf my Foes ?- : 
And like a baited Lyon, dy'd my ſelf 
All over with the blood of thole bold H unters : 


_ _ALEXAND#®R-'the Great: 
?Till ſpent with toil, I battel'd on tay-knees, F 
Pluck'd forth the Darts that made my ſhield a Forreſt, 

And hurPd 'em back with moſt unconquer'd fury. 
Clyr. *T'was all Bravado, for before you leapt, 

" You ſaw that I had burſt the gates in ſunder. - 

' Alex. DidIthe::, turn me like a Coward round 
Fo ſeek for ſuccour ? Age-cannot be ſo baſe, 

hat thou wert young again, I wou'd put off 
My Majeſty to be more terrible, 
That like an Eagle | might ſtrike this Hare 
Trembling to Earth : 4hake thee to duſt, and tear 
Thy heart for this bola Lye, thou feeble dotared. | 
Clyt. What,do you pelt me like a Boy with Apples? Y'He toſſes Frtit ar 
Kill me, and bury the digrace I feel. him as they riſe. 
1 know the reaſon that you uſe me ſo, 
Becauſe I fav'd your life at Gramicus, 
. And when your back was turn'd, oppos'd'my breaſt 
To bold Rheſaces Sword ; you hate me for't, 
You do, proud Prince. | 
Alex. Away, your breath's too hot 
 Clyt. You hate the Benefattor, though you took 
The Gift, your life, from this diſhononr'd Clytzs, 
os Which is the blackeſt, worſt ingratitude. 
Alex. Go, leave the Banquet : thus far I forgive thee. 
. Cly. Forgive your ſelf for all your Blaſphemies, 
The riots of a moſt debauch'd. and blotted Lite; 


[_Flings him from hyn: 


Foad :Philotas murder—— 
_.-*-: Alex. Ha! what ſaid the Trayror ? 
ny -Lyſ. Eumenes, let us force him hexce. 
_ .Clyt., Y. | 


; ;}., _- ® Feph. You ſhallnot tarty : 
'_, Drag him to the door. ho bm 

_ ©» => 87h. No, let him ſend me, if I muſt be gone, 

To Philip, Attalus, Caliſthenes, 

To great Parmenio, and his flaughter'd Sons : 
-Parmenio, who did many brave exploits 

Without the King-——the King without him nothing. | 

Alex. Give me a Javelin. [Takes one ſrom the Guards. 


Herb. Bgld, Sir. 
Ag, Sirrah, leſt | 
: I-Fice 1 ſtrike it through his heart and thine. 
| - Ew. O ſacred Sir, have but a moments patience. 


|  AlttSe\qggatience to another Lyon > ———yhat, 
{ Hold my arms ? I thall be murder'd here, 

| Like poor Darius, by my own barb'rous Subjets, 

. Peraliccas, ſound my Trumpets to the Camp, 

: * my Souldiers to the Court ; nay haſte, 


-G 2 CI - 


_ AndIfhall periſh e're-they come to-reſcye. 


To be once ſober -:= 


- The poor, the honeſt Clyrs thion haſt lain ? ? 
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For there is Treaſon potting *gainſt my life , * Wo 


hs of | 
( . 4c as 


L = 4 | Flev $ al dye, e're tiunk ſo dam'd a deed. . [Xineel; - 


—_— Where is the Traytor ? 4: ; Ws 
Clyt. Sure there's nore. about you ; 
But here ſiands honeſt Clytws, whom the.King- 
Invited to his Banquet. | 
Alex. Be gore and ſup with Philip, be s bins 
Parmenio, Attalus, Calijthenes ; : torouph.. 
Aud let bold Subjects] learn by thy fad Fate, 
To tempt the patience 0! a man above 'em. 
Clyt. The rage of Wine is drown'd in guſhing blood ;; | 
O Alexander, I have been to blame, | 
Hate me not after death, for I repent: 
That fo I urg'd'your nobleſt, {yeateſt Nature. wg - 
Alex. What's this I hear « ? l ay on my dying Souldier.. *. 
Clyr. I ſhou'd ha? k3lVd my elf, had I but liy'd | 
Now 1 fall with honour, 
My own hand wou'd ha' brought foul death 5 O pardon. [_Diecs 
Alex. Then I ara loſt, what has my V engeance done ? | 


'Who is it thou haſt flain * ? Clytus ; what was he ? 


Thy faithful Subje&, worthieft Counſellor, 

Who for ſaving of thy Life, when | 

Thoa fought'{t bare-headed at.the River Granike, 
Has now a noble | Recompence 3 for ſpeaking raſhly ; d 
For a Forgetfulnels which Wire, did work, | _” 


Are theſe the Laws of Hoſpitality ? EDT 
'T hy Friends will ſhun the now, and ſtand at diſtance, c 
Nar dare.to ſpeak their minds, nor eat with thee, 
Nor drink, left by thy madneſs they dye too.. _ | 

Heph. Guards, take the body. hence. iy 

Alex.. Nare dare to touch tim, | 
For we muſt.never part : Cruel Hepheſtion, , 
And Lyfimachuw, that. had the power, 
Yet wou'd not-hol!d me. 

Lyſ. Dear, Sir, we dad. 

Alex. I know it ; 
we held me like a-Peaſt, to let me go- 

With greater Violence : O you have undone me !* 

Excuſs it not, you that con'd ſtop a- Lion, - _ Ke 
Cou'd not turn me 3 youdhou'd have drawn your Swords. amen * 
And barr'd my rave with tkeir adyancing Points 3 ) 
Made Reaſon glitter in my dazPd Eyes, # 
T1111 I had feen what Ruine did attend me : s 
That had been noble, that had ſhew'd a Eriead. . n 


QC —_ 


a ALE XAINDER: the Great. 
Cytus wou'd ſo have done to ſave your Lives. , 
. ; Lyſ. When men ſhall hear how highly you were urg'd-— 
Al:x. No, you have let me ftain my riſing Vertue, | 
Which elſe had ended brighter than the Sur : 
Death, Hell, and Furies! you have ſunk my Glory : | 
O lam alla blot, which Seas of Tears, X 
And my Heart's Blood, can never waſh away ; 
Yet *tis but juſt I try, and on the Point, 
Still reaking, hurl my black polluted breaft. 
Heph. O ſacred Sir, this muſt not be. 
Eum. Forgive my pious hands. | 
| | Lyſ. And mine, that dare diſarm my Maſter. 
K Alex. Yes cruel men, ye now can ſhew your ſtrength, 
Here's not a Slave but: dares oppoſe my Juſtice ; 
Yet I will render all endeavours vain 
. That tend to ſave my Lite : here I will lye  [ Falls. 
. Cloſe to his bleeding ſide, thus kifling. him, 
Theſe pale dead lips that have fo oft advis'd me, 
Thus bathing o're his Reverend Face in Tears, 
Thus claſping his cold Body in my: Arms, 
a”T ill Death, like-him, has made me ſtitf and horrid. 
 Heph. WhatJhallwe do ! 
 Lyſ: 1 know not, my wounds bleed afreſh 
With ſtriving with him, Perazccas, lend's your Arm. 
S Heph. Call Ariſtander hither, Lyf.- 
Or. Meleaver, let's force him from the Body. | 


c . . ? 4 o 
ef Cries without, Arm, Arm, Treaſon, Treaſon, 
': RET | Enter Perdiccas bloody. 


#Perd.” Hikte, all take Arms;  Hepheſtion, 'where's the King ?. 
g Heph. There by old Clytzs ſide, whom he has {lain. 
, 227274. Then miſery on miſery will fall, 

Eike rowling bitlows to-advance the ſtorm. 

Riſe, ſacred Sir, and haſte to aid the Queen, 

Roxana fnllVd with furious Jealouſie, 

Came with a Guard to Zogdian Slaves unmark'd,. 

And broke upon me with fuch ſudden rage, 


That all aregerih'd.who reſiſtance made : 
l only whole wounds through claſhing Spears 


» L RVs rc'd my way, to give you timely notice. 
A Tex. What fays Perdiccas ? Is the Queen in danger ?' 
- "Per 2m V 


vas unleſs you turn her Fate, and quickly ;- 
\ { ' Your diſtarce ite Palace ask more ſpeed, 

| And the aſcent to th' flying Grove is high. 
\.-- Alex. Thus from the Grave l riſe to fave my Love, 

'* Adraw your Swords, with wings of Lightuing move, 
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When'I ruth on, ſure none will dare to ftay, 


» = * : by - > 
« » 


Re 


Tis Beauty calls, and Glory ſhews the way. © l E xeunt. 


ACTV. SCENET 


—_—_—— _ CE. 


a... the. th. ah. I 


.Statira #s diſcover'd eeping in the Bower of Semiramis. The Spirits of 


Oueen -Statira her Mother, and Darius, appear ſtanding on each ſide of 
ber, with Daggers threatning her. 


They Sing. 


Dar. J'S Innocence ſo void of cares. 
That it can undiſturbed ſleep, 
Amidſt the noiſe of horrid Wars, 
That make Inmortal Spirits weep? 
Stat. No boding Crows, -nor Ravens come, 


To warn her of gm—_ doom ? * 
s, as ſ| 


Dar, She w 1e dreams, in a'Garden of flowers, 
And her hands are employ'd in the beautiful Bowers : 
She dreams of the man that is far from the Grove, 
And all ber ſoft Fancy ſtill runs on her Love. 
Stat. She nods o're the Brooks that run putling along, 
And the Nightingales luff her more faſt with a Song. 
Dar. But ſee the ſad end which the-Gods have decreed. 
Stat. This Ponyard's thy Fate. "6 
Dar. My Daughter muſt bleed. "> 
| Chor. Awake nhen, Statira, awake, fl+ alas you muſt dye: 
Zre an hour be paſt, you muſt breath out your laſt. | 
Dar. And be ſuch another as T, | 
Stat. As I, Is 
Chor. And be ſuch another as 1. 


»w Py 
WG - 


Statira ſola. ":-# 


Stat. Bleſs me ye Pow'rs above, and guard my Virtue! 
I ſaw, nor was't a Dream, | ſaw and-heard RD 
My Royal Parents, there I ſaw *em ftand ; 
My eyes bekeld their Precions Images : 
1 heard their Heav'nly voices, where, O where __ 
Fled you ſo faſt, Dear ſhades, from my embraces? . 
You told me this} —— This hour ſhould be-my-laſt, 
And 1 muſt bleed ———Away, *tis all Deluſion - 


4 


- I ALEXANDER the Great: "0 

Do not 1 wait for Alexander's coming ? | 

" None but my Loving Lord can Enter here ? ; | 
And wall he kill me ?——hbence, Fhantaftick ſhadows ! by 
And yet methinks he ſhould not ſtay thus Jong ! 
Why do 1 tremble thus ? 3f ] but ftir, 
The motion of my Robes makes my heart leap. 
When will the dear man come, that all my doubts h 
May vaniſh in his breaſt ? that I may hold him -_ 
Faſt as my fears can mal:e me, hug him cloſe 
As-my fond-ſoul can wiſh, give all my breath 
In ſighs; and kiſſes ; ſwoun, dye away with Rapture ! 
But hark I hear him [Noiſe within. 
Fain I would hide my bluſhes, | 
I hear his tread, but dare.not go to meet him. | ——_ ; | 


, "_w 
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- Enter Roxana'with Slaves, and a Dagger. 


Rox. At length we have conquer'd this ſtupendious height;. 
Theſe flying Groves, whoſe wonderful aſcent 
Leads to the Clouds. | | 

Stat. Then all the Viſion's true, [ Retires.. 0 

| AndI mwſtdye, loſe my dear Lord for ever : 
- That, that's the murderer. 

Rox. Shut the Brazen Gate, 
And make it faſt with all the maſſie Bars: | | 
E know the King will fly to her celief, ' 
But we have time enough :!———where is-my- Rival ? A 
Appear Statira, now no more a Queen, p 
Roxana calls, where 1s your Majeſty ? | 

Stat. And what is ſhe who with ſuch Tow'ring prides. | 
Wou'd {x22 Princeſs that is born above her ? | 

! | Rox. I like the Port Imperial Beauty-bears, 
\ Tt >-s& thou haſt a Spirit fit to fall 
' A Sacrifice to fierce: Roxana's wrongs.: 
Be ſudden then, put forth theſe Royal Breaſts, 
Where our falſe Maſter has ſo often laugurh'd, 
That 1 may change their milky mnocence Fe 
To Blood, and dye:me in a deep revenge. 
Stat. No barb'rous:woman ! though 1 durft meet death. 
As boldly, your Lord, with a reſolve 
_ - Af whiet thy Coward heart wou'd tremble : 
Tot diſdain to ſtand the Fate you oiter, 
" f8Pthgrefoxe fearleſs of thy dreadful threats, 
| { , Walk thusTegarW5 by thee. - 5 
Rox. Ea! fo ſtately ! 
'S This ſure will fuk you. 
on Mets No, Roxana, no L: : | SY 
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' The blow you give will firike me.to the Stars, 
But ſink my murdreſs in Eternal ruin. 
Rox. Who told you this ? 
Stat. A thouſand Spirits tell me : 
There's not a God but whiſpers it my ear, 
This death will'crown me with Immortal Glory; 
Todye lo fair, 1v Innocent, 10 young, 
Will make the Company for Queens above. 
Rox. Preach no. 
Stat. While you the burden of the Earth. 
Fall to the Deep fo heavy with thy Guilt, 
That Hell it {elf muſt groan at thy reception ; 
While fouleſt Fiends ſhun thy Society, 
And thou ſhalt walk alone, forſaken Fury. 
Rox. Heaven witneſs for me, I wou'd ſpare thy Lite. 
It any thing but Alexander's Love 
Were'in debate ; come giye me back his hart, 
And thou ſhalt live, live Empreſs of the World. 
Stat. The World is leſs then Alexander's Love, 
Yet cou'd | give it, *tis not in my power : 
This I dare promile, if you ſpare my Life, | 
Which I diſdain to'beg, he ſhall ſpeak kindly. : 
Rox. Speak ! is that all ? 4 
Stat. Parhaps at my requeſt, 
And for a Gift ſo noble as my Life, * 
-  Beftow a Kils. 
Rox. A Kiſs! no more? 
Stat. O Gods ! 
What ſhall I fay to work her to my End? ? 
Fain I would ſee him: Yes, a little more, 


Embrace you, and for ever be your Friend. pete 0 
Rox. Oh the provoking word | Your Friend ! Thou dy Is 

Your Friend ! What, muſt I bring you then together ? 8 

Adore your Bed, and ſee you ſoftly. laid ? "W. . 


By all my Paizgs, and. labours of my Love, 

This has thrown off all that” was lweet and gentle z " 

Therefore 
Star. Yet hold thy hand advarc'd nar ; 

I ſee my death is written in thy Eyes, 

"Therefore wreak all thy Luſt of Vengeance on me, - I 


Waſh in my Blood, and ſteep thee in my gore ; 
Feed like a Vulture, tear my bleeding heart. d. 5 
But O Roxana! that there may appear | a 
A Glimpſe of Juitice tor thy Cruelty, —  —— 
A gram of Goodieſs for a maſs of Evil, 
Gyve me my Death in Alexander's preſence. 

Kox. Not for ch* Ruic of Heaven '--———Are you ſo cunning ? 


Witter 


ba 7 6 


I”: 0, = "AL'BXHNDER the Great. 
Won What, you wou'd have him mourn you'@8 you fall ? 
FREE Take your Farewely and taſte ſuch healing Kifſeſs We 
« As might call back your Sonl ? No, thou ſhalt fall 
EE ie, ' Now, and when Death has {eiz/'d thy beautious Limbs, 
Vie have thy Body: thrown into a Well, 
Buried beneath a heap of Stones for ever. 


| Enter a Slave. | | 
| 
' 


Slav. Madam, the King with all his Captains and his Guards 
Are forcing ope* the Doors, he threats thouſand Deaths = 
To all that ſtop his entrance, and'I believe - x | | 
Your Punuchs will obey him. 
Rox. Then1 muſt haſte. ['Stabs her. I 
Stat. What is the King ſo near ? | 
And ſhall I dye fo tamely, thus defenceleſs ? 
D ye good Gods ! will you not help my weakneſs ? 
Rox. They are far oft. | [Stabbing her. 
Stat. Alas! they are indeed. | 
Enter Alexender, Caſſander, Polyperchon, 
Guards and Attendants. 


J | | Alex. Oh Harpy | thou ſhalt reign the Qneen of Devils. 
| Rox. Do, ſtrike; behold my boſom ſivells to meet thee z 
*Tis full of thine, of Veins that run ambition, 
And I can brave whatever Fate you bring. 

Alex. Call our Phyfitians, haſte, Fle give an Empire 


2 fo - * To fave her : Oh my Soul, alas Statira ! 
: '* Theſe wounds,._Oh Gods, are theſe my promis'd joys !. | | 
Sh Stat. My cruel Love, my weeping Alexander, Enter. 
/ Wou'd 1 had dy'd before you enter'd here, Phyſitians. 


\ For bw lask my Heart a hundred Queſtions ; 
" What muſt I loſe my Life, .my Lord, for ever ? | 
_ Alex. Ha! Villains, are they mortal ?_—what retire ! , 
Raiſe your daſh'd Spirits from the Earth, and ſay, 
-Say ſhe ſhall live, and I will make you Kinys. 
Give me this one, this poor, this oaly Lite, 
And 1will pardon you for all the Wounds 
. Which yg#Arts widen, all Diſeaſes, Deths, | x 
. Whi&Ffour damn'd Drugs throw through the lingring World. 
TA. _ "Rox. Rend not your temper, {ee a gereral ſilence 
dI4& - *Cohfirms the bloody pleaſure which I ſought 3 
| Alex. And darK® thou Monſter, think to eſcape ? - 
Stat. My Life is on the wing, my Love, my .z.0rd, | 
>. ah Come tomy Arms, and tak Spe adieus "Rk | '} 
"> .t TEi z 
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Here let me lie and lan phos By my: Soul. 
Alex. Anſver me, Father, wilt thou take her from m me ? . | 
What, is the black, fad. hour at laſt arriy'd, . Ss 
That I muſt never claſp her Body more-? - | | 
Never more bask in her Eyes ſhine again, | 
Nor view the Loves that ws. ri im thoſe dear Beams, 
And ſhot me with a thouſand-thouſand ſmiles. - 
Seat. Farewel, my Dear, my Life, my. moſt loy'd Lord, 
I iwear by Oroſmades” tis my pleaſure, 
More fatisfattion that I thus dye yours, - 
Than to have liv'd another's :!——Grant me one thing. 
Alex. All, all ——but ſpeak, that I _ execute. 
Before I follow thee. | . 
Stat.-Leave not the Earth | 
Before Heaven calls: you : Spare Roxana's Life- | 
*'Twas love of you that caus'd her give me death.. 
And, O ſometimes amidſt your Revels think 
Of your poor Queen, and e're the chearful Bowl 
Satute your lips, crown it with one rich tear, 
And 1 amr happy. 
Alex. Clos not thy Eyes ; | 
Things of Import I have to ſpeak before: 
Thou tak'ft thy Journey : Tell the Gods; Pm: 'coniiilg 
To give/em uh account t of Life and Death, ” 
And many other hundred thouſand Policies, 
That much concern the Government of Heaven, —=—_—_— 
O ſhe is gone ! the talking Soul is- mute / 
She's huſh'd, no voice, no Muſick now is heard ! | E 
The Bower of Beauty is more {ill than Death; - | - 
The Roſes fade, and the melodious Bird y 
That walkd their ſweets; has left *em now for ever... — = 
Rox. *Tis certain now you never ſhallenjoy her ; | 
Therefore Roxana may have leave to hope _ , 
You will at laſt be kind for all my. Suffermgs, : 0 
My torments racks, for this: laſt dreadful Murder, FEAT 
Which furious Love of thee did bring upon me: 
Alex. O thou vile Creature !* bear thee from my light,, 
And thank Statira that thou art alive : 
Blſe thou hadft periſh'd ; .yes; I wou'd ha? rent 
With my juſt hands that Rock, that Marble Heart : =, 
I wou'd have div'd through Seas of Blood to find it, CS 
To tear the cruel Quarry from its Center. dy TY ; 
Rox. O take.me to your Arms, and hide my bluſkes,, | n— N 
1 love you, ſpight of all your Cruelties z 
There is ſo much Divinity about you, ? 
I tremble to approach ; yet here's my hold,. : 
Nor will Lleaye the. ſacred Robe, for fuck: | is ne” 


Dyes: 


LI 


NF 


Þs eve! clay that touches that bleſt Body-: 


ALEXANDER the Great, 


Ple kiſs it as Relique of a God, #-- 
And Love ſhall graſp it with theſe dying hands. 
Alex. O that thou wert a man, I might drive 
Thee round the World, and ſcatter thy-Contagion, 
As Gods hurl Mortal Plagues when they are angry. 
Rox. Do, drive me, hew me into ſmalleſt pieces, 
'My duft ſhall be inſpir'd with a new fondneſs ; 
Still the Love motes thall play before your Eyes, 
Where e're you go, however you Aihpiſe. 
Alex. Away, there's not a glance that flies from thee, 
But like a Baſilisk, comes wing'd with death. 
Rox. O ſpeak not ſuch harſh words, my Royal Maſter, 
Look not ſo dreadful on your kneeling Servant ; 
But take, dear Sir, O take me into Grace, 
By the dear Babe, the burden of my Womb. 
That weighs me down, when I wou'd follow faſter. 
My knees are weary, and my force is ſpent : 


'O do not frown, but clear that angry brow ! 
Your eyes will blaſt me, and your words are bolts 


That ſtrike me dead ; the little wretch I bear, 
Leaps, frighted at your wrath, and dies within me 
Alex. O thou haſt touch'd my Soul ſo tenderly, 


"That I will raiſe thee, though my hands are ruine. 


Riſe, cruel woman, riſe, and have a care, 

'O do not hurt that unborn Innocence, 

For whoſe dear fake I now forgive thee all. 
But haſte, be gone, fly, fly from theſe ſad eyes, 
Fly with thy Pardon leſt I call it back ; 
Though 1 forgive thee, I muſt hate thee ever. 
«Rox. i g0, I fly-for ever from thy ſight. 
My mortal Injuries have turn'd my md, 
.+_:2ou'd curſe my ſelf for being kind. 

If there be any. Majeſty above, | 
That has Revenge in ſtore for perjur'd Love, 
Send Heaven the ſwifteſt ruin on his head, 


Strike the Deſtroyer, lay the Vitor dead ; 


Kill the Trumpher, and avenge my wrong p 
In height of Pomp while he is warm and young. © 
Bolted wa thunder let him ruſh atong. 
An nen in the laſt paugs of Lite he lies, 

nt 1 may ſtand to dart him?with my eyes ; 


Ny af-- 
Nay, **--.leath 


Purſue his ſpotteFGhoft, ard ſhoot him as he flies. LExit: 
Alex. O my fair Star ! I ſhall be ſhortly with thee z 
For [ already feel the ſad effefts : 


+ _Ofthoſe moſt fatal Imprecations. - 


H 2 Whit 
—— — . w 
- i 


jr  _ The RIVAL QUEENS; 0. 
What means this deadly dew upon my Forehead ? - 


My heart too heaves. . X 
Caf. It will anon be ſilk —— , 

The Poyſon works. : LU. f 
Pol. Vle ſee the wiſh'd effett $2 Laſide.. 


E're l remove, and gorge me with Revenge. 
Enter Perdiccas ahd Lyſimachus., 


Perd. 1 þeg your Majeſty will pardon me, 
A fatal Meſſenger; 
Great Syſizambis, hearing Statira's death, 
Is now no more: / | 
Her laſt words gave the:Princeſs to the brave 
Lyfemmachys ; but that which moſt will ſtrike. you, . 
Your dear Hepheſt:on, having drank too largely. 
At your laſt Feaſt, is of a Surteit dead. 

Alex. How dead! -Hepheftion, dead ! alas the dear - 
Unhappy Youth! -3Zut he ileeps happy, 
I' muſt wake for ever :! This Objewt, this, 
This face of fatal Beauty, I 
Will ſtretch my Lids with vaſt, eternal tears... 
Who had the.Care of poor Hepheſtio's Life ? 

Lyſ. Philarda, the Arrabian Artiſt. 

Alex, Fly, Meleager, hang him on a Croſs : 
That for Hepheſtion.———— 
+. Buthere lies my Fate ; Hepbeſton, Clytus, 

All my Vidtories for ever folded up :. 
In this dear Body my Banner's loſt, YI. 4-0 
My Standard's Triumph's gone |! | 
Q when ſhall I be mad ? Give.order to-” | gw.” 
The Army that they break their Shields, Swords Spears, ' 
Pound their bright Armour into duſt away ; 
Is their not cauſe to put the. World in mourning ? ea 
Tear all your Robes :——be dies that is not naked 
Down to the waſle, all like the Sons of Sorrow. . 
Burn all the Spires that ſeem to kiſs the Skie ; ., 
Beat down the Battlements of every City : . $5, 
Arid for the Monument of this lovid-Creature, _ Cr 
Root up thoſe Bowers, fd pave 'em all with Gold ;  - LO | 


Draw dry the Garges, make. the Indjes poor:; 
 Tobuild her Tomb, no Shrines nor Altars ſpare, Ky 
But ftrip the ſhining Gods to make it rare. > 5 N 
Caf. 'Ha ! 'whither now ? follow him, Polipercho:2.6” x.. Pol... \ 


1 find Caſſander*s Plot grows full of Death ; 
Murder 1s playing her great Maſter-piece, . 
[And the fad Sifters fiveat, fo faſt I urge 'em... 


— — 


| ALEXANDER the Great, 
© how I hug my ſelf for this Revenge ! 
My fancy's great in Miſchief; for methinks 
The Night grows darker, and the: lab'ring Ghoſts, 
For fear that ſhould find yew torments out, 
Run o're the old with moſt prodigious fiftnels. 

| I fee the fatal Fruit betwixt the Teeth, 
The Sieve brim-full; and the ſwift ſtone Rand Kill. 


Enter Poliperchor. 


What, does it work? . 
Pol. Speak ſoftly. Fg] 
Caf. Well. 

Pol. It does ; 

Þfollow'd him, and faw him ſwiftly walk 

Toward the Palace ; oft times looking back; . 

With watry Eyes, aud calling out, Statira. "EDT 7 

He ftumbl'd at the Gate, and fell along ; 

Nor was he rais'd with eaſe by his Attendants, 

But ſeem'd a greater load than ordinary, 

As.much more as the Dead out-weigh the Living. 

Caf. Said he nothing ? wtf 
Pol. When they took him up, 
He ſigh'd, and entred with a ſtrange wild look, 

Embrac'd the Princes round, and ſaid he muſt 

Diſpatch the buſineſs of the World in haſte. 


Enter Philip and Thefſalus I F. 


Phil. Back, Back, all ſcatter : with a dreadful ſhout. 
Lhear'd >*m2 cry, I am but a dead man. - 
Theſ: The Poyſon tears him with that height of horror, 
__ » © That-Yeould pity him. is 
| Pol. Peace -—where ſhall we meet ? 
Caf. . In Saturn's Field. Fs 
Methinks I ſee the frighted Deities. | | 
Ramming more bolts in their big-belly'd Clouds, 
And firing all the Heavens to drown his noile. 
Now we ſhould laugh.—But go diſperſe your elves, 
While eag#Soul here, | that fills his noble Veſlel,. 
Swell--.yith the murder, works with cuine o're.; 
 _ Axd from thedreadful deed this Glory draws,.. 
ND) bf We killd the greateſt man that ever was. 
| | 5 ey | 


| The Scene draws, Enter Alexander and all bis Attendants. = 


-» Alex. Search there, nay probe me, ſearch my wounded reins 5 
Pull, draw-it out. 


Dy. 


— 


Lyſ. We have fearch'd, but find nohurt.: - | 
Alex. O 1 am ſhot, -a forked burning Arrow | 
Strikes-croſs my ſhoulders, the fad Venome flies | 
Like Lightning through my Fleſh, my blood, my Marrow, 
Lyſ. "This muſt be Treaſon. _ , 
Perd. Wou'd I cou'd but gueſs. Ne 
Alex. Ha ! what a change.of torments I.endure ? 
A bolt of Ice runs hizzing through my bowels. 
Tis ſure-the arm of Death, give.me a Chair ; 
Cover me, for I freeze, my teeth chatter, 
And my knees knock together. 
Perd. Heaven bleſs the King ! 
Alex. Ah! who talks of Heaven ? 
1am all Hell, I burn, I burn agam. ; 
The War grows wondrous.hot, hey for the Tjprs; _ 
Bear me, Bucphalus, amongtt the billows: _ | 
O *tis a-noble Beaſt ! I would not change him 
For the beſt Horſe the Sun has in his Stable : 
For they are hot, their Mangers full of coals, - 
Their Mains are flakes of Lightning, curls of Fire, 
-And their red tayls like Meteors whisk about. | 
Lyſ. Help all, Eumenes, Help, I cannot hold him. 
Alex. Ha, ha, ha, I ſhall dye with laughter. 
Parmenio, Clytus, doſt thou ſee yon Fellow ? © 
That m1 Souldier, that poor tatter'd Greek ? 
See how he puts to flight the gaudy Perſians, 
With nothing but a ruſty Helmet on, through which 
"The grizly briſtles of his puſhing Beard 
Drive ?em like Pikes. —Ha, ha, ha. 
Perd. How wild he talks ? on” 
Lyſ. Yet warring in his wildnefs. . CE NE OEENE 
Alex. Sound, Sound, keep your Ranks cloſe, ay now they come : 
O the brave dinn, the noble clank of Arms ! . —_< 
"Charge, charge apace, and let the Phatanx moye. ON 
Ho 210 ORE let me in, none dare | 
o croſs m —Philotas is unhors'd Ay, tis Dari 
1 ſee, 1 fax A him by the ſparkling Plumes, - rivet 
And his Gold Chariot drawn by ten white Horſes : 1 
But like a Tempeſt thus 1 pour upon him ——. _ h 
He bleeds with that laſt blow brought him down 5 -_ Be | 
He tumbles, take him, -ſrtch the Imperial Crowns” DOT 
They fly, they fiy,——-follow, follow, ——/#oria, Vitoris, \ 
Vittoria, Olet me ſleep. ep IT] 
' Perd. Let's raiſe him ſoftly, and bear him to his BEY. $ 
Alex. Hold, the teat motion gives me fudden death ;- : | 0 
My vital Spirits are a nod; 


ite parch'd, burnt up, Q 
And alin lmoaky Eatrdis turd to Aſhes | 
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_ "#LEXANDER the Great:. - 
Lyſ. When you the brighteſt Star that ever ſhone - 
ae it mat be Night with us for ever. 
Alex.” Let me embrace you all before | die : 
Weep not, my dear Fo pagers the good Gods 
Shall ſend you n-my ſtead a noble Prince, 
One that ſhall lead you forth with matchleſs Condutt. 
Lyſ. Break not our hearts with ſuch unkind Expreffions. 
Perd. . We.will not part with you, nor change for Mars. 
Alex. Perdiccas, take this Ring, 
And ſe me. laid in the Temple of 
Fupiter Ammon. | 
Lyſ. To whom does your Dread Majefty bequeath 
The Empire of the World ? 
Alex. To whom that is moſt worthy. 
Perd.. When will you, facred Sir, that we ſhould give 
To your great Memory thoſe Divine Honours, 
Which ſuch exalted Virtue does deſerve.? : 
Alex. When you are all moſt happy, and in Peace. 
Your hands, —.O Father, if 1 have diſcharg'd 9%. 
The duty of a Man to Empire born ; . : 
If by unwearied Toyl I have deſery'd:. 
The vaſt renown of thy Adopted Son, 
Accept this Soul, which thou didft firſt inſpire, 
«|* And with this ſigh,. thus gives thee back again. | [Dies.- 
| Lyſ. Eumenes,. cover the. fall'n Majeſty, 
If DE be Treaſon, let us find it out :. 
Lyſmachus ſtands forth to lead you on, 
And-ſwears by thoſe moſt honour'd dear Remains, 
c He will not tafte the Joys which Beauty brings, 
, Till we revenge the Greateſt, Beſt of Kings. 
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PRO L OGUE to Alexander the Gree?, 


\ \ 7 HAT e&rethe \ mean; Yet ht they to be curſt, 
| Wh is Cenſoiou Age did poliſh Ph : # 
Who the.” .jf Play, for one poor Errour blame, } 
| : Gs Epags againſt our Ladies Arts declaim, - | 
\1 Lind for one Paxch, both Soul and Body damn. 
But what does more voke the Aftors rage, 
_ © { For we muſt ſhow the grievance of the the Stage) | 
Is, that our Women who adorn each Play, | 
Bre4 at our Coft, become at length your Prey : 
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While green and- ſower, like Trees we-bear "em all; 
But with thY-yre mellow, ſtraight to "_—_ Wm 

You watch en bare and jquab,, and let *em reſt ; 
But when the firſt young Down, you ſnatch the Neſt, 

: Pray leave theſe poaching tricks, if you are wiſe, 

E're we take 0: our-Letters of Reprize. 

' For we have yow'd to find a ſort of Toys 

Know to black Fryars, a Tribe of chopping Boys : 

If once they come, they'll quickly ſpiol yaur ſport .; 
There's not one Lady will receive your Court : 

But for the Youth in' Petti6oats run wild, - 

With oh the archeſt Wagg, the ſweeteſt Child. 

The panting Breaſt, white. Hands and Lilly-Feet 

No more ſhall your pald thoughts with pleaſure meet. 
The Woman in Boys Cloaths, all Boy ſhall be, 

_And never raiſe your thoughts above the Knee. 

Well, if our Women knew how falſe you are, 

They wou'd ſtay here, and this new-trouble ſpare : 

* Poor Souls, they think all Goſpel you relate, 

.' Charm'd with the noiſe of ſett ling an Eſtate : 

" But when at laſt your Appetites are full, 

And the tir'd Cupid growns, with attion, dull ; 
You'll find ſome trick to cut off the Entail, 

Apd ſend 'em back to. us all wors and ſtalg. 

Perhaps they'll find our Stage, while they have rang'd 

To ſome vile,canting Conventicle, chang'd : | 
Where, for the Sparks who once reſorted there 

With their cur['d Wigs that ſcented all the Air, 
"They'll ſee grave Blockheads with ſhort greafie Hair. 
'Green- Aprons, ſteeple-Hats, and Collar-Bands ; 


Dull ſniv/ling Rogues that wring,' not clap their hands-: 


Where, for gay Punks that drew the ſhining Crowd, 
And Miſſes that, in Vizard, laugh'd aloud ; 
They'll bear young Siſters ſigh, ſee Matrons old, 
To their chop'd Cheeks their pick led Kerchers hold, 

' Whoſe Zeal too, might perſwade, in ſpight to you, 
Orr flying Angels, to augment their Crew : 
While Farringdon their Hero ſtruts about *em, 
And nere a damning Critzck dares to flout *&m. 
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